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PREFACE, 


RE FACES to books are like 
N | by preludes to muſick, but with 
Wl F his difference between them, 
MT viz, that the one ſerves to il- 
juſtrate and embelliſh the ſol- 
lowing Piece; while the other often endea- 
yours to aſk pardon for the author's appear- 
ing in the learned world. However both 
are neceſſary, and both are uſeful. Tis be- 
cauſe I would not knowingly violate the 
rules of cuſtom, that I here offer ſome apo- 
logy for my boldneſs, in launching out in 
an age wherein polite literature, almoſt in 
all branches, ſeems to have arrived to the 
higheſt pitch of dignity and honour : and 
we may till entertain the pleaſing proſpect 


nnr. 


of a daily increaſe thereof, while our public 
ſeminaries (where the, firſt principles are to 
be implanted in the tender mind) continue 
under the immediate direction of men of 
ſuch conſpicuous abilities, in ſhort, ſuch or- 
naments to human learning, as a Markham 

and a Barnard, 


Bur I ſhall haſten to my ſubject propoſed, 
left thro' the weakneſs of my pen, I ſhould 
chance to ſully names worthy of immor- 
tality, 


THEsE little ſallies then of fancy, which 
are here connected together by the help of a 
few rhimes, were never originally intended for 
the preſs, as ſome were done only by way of 
an exerciſe ; others to improve myſelf in the 
Engliſh language, which was always my 
chief aim, and Ninchen deſign: fo that I 
hope none of my readers (if I ſhould chance 
to have any) will imagine that. I have drank 
deep of the ſacred ſtream 3 ; fordif they do, 
they will be ſadly diſappointed, when they 
ſhall perceive me only to lightly ** upon 
the ſurface. 
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InDEED, the tranſlations which I touch- 
ed upon, proved advantageous to me in a 
double capacity, as they aſſiſted me in the 
better underſtanding both the Latin and the 
Engliſh tongues. Which method I under- 
took and purſued by the advice of my bro- 
ther, whoſe opinion and direction I always 
thought proper to adhere to, as he was the 
perſon whoſe guidance I was under. 


I HAD now, not without ſome ſhare of 
pleaſure, paſſed thro' the more rugged paths 
of ſtudy, and at laſt arrived fo far in my 
journey as to viſit Mantua, and its immor- 
tal Bard, whoſe lin reflect a glory on an- 
tiquity. 1 

My temerity (for ſo 1 muſt call it) was 
nigh perſuading me to deck the Roman with 
the Engliſh dreſs; but I ſoon drew back. 
from the rath attempt, when I came to un- 
derſtand, that Virgil could even whip a top 
with as much graceſulneſs, as ſome diſplay 
the Orator | in the Senate-houſe. 
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ren 


Ar fragments which I had ſewn to 
a few ſelect friends, whom I looked upon 
as tolerable judges, were by them received 
with ſome degree of approbution z and thelr 
ſentiments Were, that I might venture to 
let them ſee the light, "Twas this encous- 
raged a publication, And if there ſhould 
appear any thing worthy the notice either 
of the learned or the unlearned in this ſmall 
collection, it will amply recompence any 


trouble, and abundantly gratify the intention 
of its author, 
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POEM S. 


A FRAGMEN T. 


IS well—'tis folitude indeed! 

'Tis dreadful ! 'tis ſuperb ! 
this ſacred ſpot 

No mortal man frequents : 

beneath that wall, 

Which mould ring threatens ruin on my head, 

Tü fet me down: and let no curious eye 

Trace out my hallow'd haunt : let none ap- 


pear : 


B Unleſs 
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Unleſs to make the ſcene more ſolemn ſtill, 
From out yon tomb its ſheeted tenant riſe, 
And wail his woes with mine.—Love laid 
him there: 
Rejected love: e en then more bleſt than me: 
Time might have made him happy; and 
his truth | 

Might have rewarded: but, ah! where's 
the hour? | 
When ſhall it come to bring me peace again ? 
Can it reſtore Amanda ? ſay, ſhall time 


Open the grave ? and force its marble jaws 
To render back to life the beauteous form 


It has enclos'd? no: no: ſhe's gone for ever: 
For ever, ever gone.— Hark! pretty warbler | 
And doſt thou mourn thy Love too ? how 
my ſoul | * 
Doth pity the | 'Tis Philomel z and now 
While all the foreſt ſleeps, ſhe walls her loſs, 
Her bitter, killing loſs yet ſhe's bleſt too 
Paſk 


POE M S. _ 


Paſs but a ſummer—a ſhort year—and then 
She reſts : but I muſt bear this hated being: 
Perhaps for me death has an age to wait : 
And heav'n's dread vengeance gainſt ſelf- 
murder's ſtor'd; 

Oh! inſurpportable ? the horrid thought 

| Throws grief on grief: and yet it cannot be; 
The wound's two deeply given: tis not long 
That I can laſt, Then we ſhall meet again; 
| Sure, ſure we ſhall, =Oh | might thy virgin 


— 


ghoſt 
But bleſs for once my eyes: might'ſt thou 
but ſpeak 
The words of peace to my diſtracted ſoul, 
I ſhould be happy : I could wait the will 
Of heav'nz but in this doubtful Rate I'm curſt, 


For there muſt be a heay'n : nought, nought, 


but that 


Could form thee as thou waſt : from thence 
thou cam'ſt, 


Bag * And 
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And thithe: art return'd : yet if their be, 

Why are things ſo? why am I puniſh'd thus? 

My love was ever pure as veſtal flames ; 

No groſs deſires e er tainted it; and thou 

Waſt innocence her very ſelf, I've heard 

That maids like thee in ſhades have oft re- 
turn'd | 

To foeth their lovers ſorrows, till the hour 

Of bliſk arrive: but here no comfort dawns : 

No white-rob'd miniſter of grace deſcends : 

Nought to my plaint reſponſive, ſave the 
ſuream 

Of night's fowl! bird, the owl : and hollow 
groans 

From yon old fane, which ever and anon, 


With hideous noiſe comes tumbling down, 
% O 0 00 00 0 


HORACE, 


2 
pe do 
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H O R A C E, 


BOOK I. 
E PIST LE IV. 


ORACE in this ſhort epiſtle hay 
left poſterity an everlaſting teſtime= 
ny of his abilities, in the eaſy and polite 
manner ef addreſs to his friends, There iy 
ſuch a happy familiarity blended thro! the 
whole, as renders It truly admirable, He 
cloſes it too with an alr of raillery on Him- 
ſelf, which ſtrongly marks his facetious turn 
of temper. Almoſt every line is furniſhed 
with ſome beauty; either of well=timed 
praife z or ſome Inſtructing leſlon of mora= 
lity,-Tibullus ſeems to have been a gen- 
tleman who deſerved encomiums, and ſurely 
there eould be no man more fit to beſtow 


them than Horace, 
B 3 To 
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HOoRAT II EIS TOLA IV. 
a L I B, I. 
Ad ALBIUM TIBULLUM. 


A L BI, noſtrorum ſermonum candide 
judex, 
Quid nunc te dicam facere in regione 
pedanl? 
Scribere quod Caſſi parmenſis opuſcula vincat; 
An tacitum ſylvas inter reptare ſalubres, 
Curantem quicquid dignum ſapiente bono 


que eſt ? 
Non tu: corpus eras fine popes Dt tibi 


— 


Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi. 
To 


P O E M VS. 7 
To ALBIUS TIBULLUS, 


LBIUS, thou candid judge of what 1 
_ write | 
Who view'ſt my trifles in the trueſt light; 
How ſhall I with myſelf ſuppoſe you ſpend 
Thoſe hours you now enjoy, without a friend ? 
Are you compoſing works which may out-do 
In number, thoſe that Caſſius's ſelf can ſhow ? 
Or elſe, where health preſides, now do you rove 
Amidſt the ſilent ſolitary grove 
Vacant and undiſturbed ; regarding ought 
That ſeems moſt worthy of the human 
thought ? 
You were not form'd a maſs without a ſoul, 
Which could itſelf in every point controul ; 
The gods gave wealth and beauty; yet ) 
more kind, 


That nought imperfe& might remain be- ( 
hind, 0.4 


To uſe that wealth, they gave the greateſt ) 
mind. 


B 4 | Quid 
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Quid voveat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 
Quam ſapere, & fari ut * * N 
utque 
Gratia, fama, vale tudo contingat abunde, 
Et mundus victus, non deficiente crumena, 
Inter ſpem curamque, timores inter et iras, 
Omnem crede diem tibi diluxifſe ſupremum. 
Grata ſuperveniet quæ non ſperabitur hora. 
Me pinguem et nitidum bene curati cute 
viſes, 


Cum ridere voles, Epicuri de grege porcum, 
| Can 


An tacitum ſylvas inter reptare ſalubres, 
Curantem quidquid dignum ſupiente bono que eſt. 


I think theſe two lines alone are almoſt in themſelves 
ſufficient to ſtand as a proof of Horuce's abilities in the 
epiſtolary way. Whocan plead inſenſibility ſo far, as not 
to admire the excellency and propriety continued in the 
ſecond yz for it is certain, that he who is truly wiſe, Je 
truly good « or who can poſſibly over-look that particular 
beauty of the former fine ; namely, it's creeping ſoftly 
and ſilently along, as thoſe do who are in a muſing poſ- 
ture, Can any ear be ſo vitiated, as not to perceive the 
ſenſe, as it were imitated in the flowneſs of the verſe 

itſelf? 


POEM 8. 


9 
Can the fond, loving nurſe intreat for more, 
Of bleſſings can ſhe beg a choicer ſtore 
From kind, indulgent heaven, for her ſon 
Behov'd, as if his blood in her's did run. 
Than to be wiſe, and gracefully expreſs 
Each word, each action in it's proper dreſs; 
Than that he may with years increaſe in fame, 
In health of body always be the ſame 

A cleanly diet his dear life ſuſtain, : 
And an eſtate his happineſs maintain? 


Amillſt the hopes and cares which life engage, 
While here we tread on his uncertain ſtage, 
Amidſt the fears and paſſions which ſurpriſe 
The ſoul, think every day the laſt you'll riſe, 
Moments which unexpected greet our ſight, 
We catch ; and catching graſp a new delight, 


When you'veamind toſpendanevening free 
Of all reſtraint, why, come and laugh with me. 
You'll' find me fat and ſlock, whene'er my 

gueſt, 2 INN 
In ſhort, a hog of Epicurus' beſt, 


Does 
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itfelf? Virgil indeed is oſden remarkable for the ſame 
kind of beauties, 


Artemque fruendl. Could man ſay more, 
Quid voveat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 


Here is a natura] and tender idea dreſt up in the ten» 
dereſt expreſſions, 


The poet in this has ſhewn himſelf a thorough maſter 
of the ſprings of our ſincereſt affections ; what a perſuad- 
ing inſtance of it has he given here! for who can 
adore the child (as daily experience demonſtrates) more 
than the woman that nurſed it? I dare venture to affirm, 


| ſcarce ſhe who bare it. If wiſhes would avail, every 


child the nurſe foſtered would be allied to royal blood, 
as Perſius obſerves in the following lines. 


Hunc optent generum rex et regina; puellæ, 
Hunc rapiant: quidquid caleaverit hic roſa fiat. 


Be this my boy; my boy let ladies ſing: 


A ſon-in-law to ſome illuſtrious king ; 
And whereſoe'er he treads, may blooming roſes ſpring. | 


Omnem crede diem, &c. 


After having drawn the troubleſome, fluctuating ſtate 
of human affairs, he wiſely offers this piece of advice. 
Advice indeed, ſo valuable in itſelf, and of ſuch conſe- 
quence, and ſo beneficial to it's poſſeſſors, that happy 
may, they be called who cheriſh and embrace it. And 
that he may have a better opportunity to inculcate it more 
firmly, and make it be received with a greater plauſi- 
bility, he introduces the following beautiful line. 


Grata 


TT =>” 
Grata Supervenlet que non ſperabitur hora, 


In ſhort, throughout the whole-he ſhews himſelf the 
philoſopher und the friend, 


Me pinguem, &c, 


The agreeable caſineſs of his invitation is worth 
notice, How void of that formality which reigns fo 
much in the preſent age. Horace here ſhews himſelf 
jocoſe and free, and I think gives Tibullus no reaſon to 
doubt, but that he would be received with a chearful coun» 
tenance, and a hearty welcome, 


THE 
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1. | 
ALMANACK and the Romance. 
A FABLE. 


I THIN the book-caſe of a beau, 


A novel made a mighty ſhow. 
Never was book on Engliſh ground 
More richly gilt, or better bound. 
Truſt not outſides: however clad, 
The work was poor, 'twas lewd, and bad. 
A laſt year's almanack by chance, 
Was ſtuck beſide our fine romance, 
Thumb'd, dirty, ragged, and forlorn, 
He ſtood the common jeſt and ſcorn. 
When of its paultry nothings vain, 
In this or ſome ſuch haughty train, 
The fop addreſt him: by your leave, 
Sir almanack, I can't conceive, 


What 


? OEMS... iy 


What buſineſs you can now have here, 
Thou haſt been uſeleſs—ay— this year. 
Pray look Sir —ſee —on all the ſhelf, 
Is there a figure like yourſelf ? 


Why, who d'ye think wou'd venture near 
you ? 


We well-dreſt folks like poiſon fear you, 
Since thou'rtquite needleſs—walk off prithee, 
My greaſy friend, and joy go with thee. 
Sir, quoth the almanack, I know 

My happy days were long ago, 

No more: I'm needleſs quite: 'tis granted: 
But ſhall I in old age be taunted, 

By ſuch a baſe, vile thing as thee, 

A book as bad as book can be, 


Tis better far, thou wretch moſt vicious, 
Thus to be uſeleſs than pernicious, 
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A N 
EPI G R A M. 


Written on reading the two following 
lines by Dzan SwWIr r. 


HU 8 to a Dean ſome curate ſloven, 


"= Subſcribes, dear Sir, your brother 
| loving. | 
Quoth the Dean, all fo ſleek to the curate ſo 
lean, 
What may thy little curacy bring thee ? 
can'ſt tell? 
Quoth the curate all calm, in return to the 
| Dean, 
Juſt as much as thy deanery—Heaven or 
Hell. 


The 


PO E M 8. 15 


The H A G. 


I'S the baleful witching hour, 
F Lo! the moon withdraws her light; 
Hark | from yonder mould'ring tow'r 
Screams th' ill-boding bird of night: 
Now doth murders dagger gleam, 
Murder by the Furies led; 
Now to haunt the villain's dream, 
Yawning graves give up their dead. 


'Midit claps of loud thunder, 
| Rocks rending aſunder, 
And lightnings dread glare, 
With miſchief delighted, 
While nature ſtands frighted, 
The Hag mounts the air. 


— 
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*Midſt hail, rain and ſnow, 
See, . ſee, ſee, we go, 
MlIidſt hurricane, whirlwind and ſtorm, 
The cattle beneath us, | 
At once ceaſe to breathe, as 
Our peſtilent rites we perform. 


T H RE 
BA c AN AL's Reſolution. 


QC N CE my hair is grown grey, and folks. 
| ſay, at threeſcore, 
That hard drinking's a ſort of a crime; 
Tl take care of my health, and I'll now 
drink no more, A 


— Than once at a time. 
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— 


A MEDITATION 


ON THE 
EASE of DEATH. + 


Wherefore is light given to him that is in miſery, 
and life unto the bitter in ſoul ? Job iii, 20, 


EAT H waits on all.— The coward 
and the brave, 
Each fink by turns into their deſtin'd bed, 


The wiſe and fooliſh drop into the grave, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd lie among the dead. 


* The weary there have reſt and peace of mind, 

The wicked ceaſe from troubling there the 
Juſt, | 

The king and peaſant equal there we find, 


For royalty itſelf is nought but duſt, 
C There 


* 


N 
N 
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There fleep the priſoners in profound repoſe, 
Freed from the bonds of 'this laborious life, 
No more th' oppreſſor's thundering voice 
can rouſe, 3 | 
Or terrify their ſouls with madding ſtrife, 


Sorrow in death ne'er points its ſharpen d ſting, 
In death the briny tears forget to flow, 
Such is the happineſs the grave can bring, 


Such ſweet oblivion of all human woe. 


There widows ceaſe their conſorts to deplore, 
And with thelong-drawn ſigh to rend the air; 
Within this hoſpitable cell, no more 

Poor lighted lovers pine with ſad deſpair, 


In death ſince mortals find ſuch ftore of bliſs, 
Why ſeek we to avoid the dear embrace ? 
Rathez let's court it, ſince alone by this 

We er gently led into eternal peace. 


Pn 


O N 
TRINITY SUNDAY. 


Done by way of an Exzxcrss. 


AUGHTERS of Jove deſcend ; oh 
| deign to ſmile 

' On one who ne'er as yet hath view'd the top 
Of fam'd Parnaſſus, who ne'er yet imbib'd 
From Aganippe's ever ſacred ſtream 
Knowledge inſpiring draughts, who ne'er as 


yet 
Hath cull'd a garland from the moſly ſides 


Of drizly Helicon ; deſcend ye nine, | 
And teach the heav'nly lore ; tis now your aid 
And guidance I invoke : for ſay what tongue 
Untutor'd, unaſſiſted, can preſume 

C 2 To 
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To ſing the praiſe of him, whom angels ſtrive 
With trains divine to hail the Lord of all, 
Inceſſantly. Throughout the wide expanſe 
Of heay'n's gilt azure cope on cryſtal throne 
ru God who reigns, myſterious three in one. 
Myſterious, not obſcure z belief removes 
Obſcurity. Supreme, eſſential one, 

Three undivided, is ador'd we're ſure ; 

But how they coincide is yet in doubt, 
Which myſtery creates.— Amazing thought 
Of harmony divine, whence flows all good 
Abundant. —— But can ſenſe hope to ex- 


plore 

Perfection infinite, itſelf finite? 
Or ſearch thoſe ſecret counſels which none 

know | Fr 2 
But unity alone? ah! fruitleſs, vain attempt, 
Eier to preſume to ſcan the ways of God, 
Or underſtand his wiſdom, ſince ſo deep, 
And fo unſearchable. Then kt us bend 

Our 
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Our knees in awe, and Icwly reverent 
Proſtrate ourſelves before his ſacred Throne, 
While heav'nly myriads chant his endleſs 

praiſe, 
In admiration and religious fear, 
Let us confeſs his goodneſs and our love, 


HYMN 
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A. H Y M N 


FOR THE 


GENERAL FAST, 1748. 


THEE will Ilove, O Lord, my ſtrength, 


My ſtony rock and ſhield, 
The horn of my ſalvation, thou 
Shalt arm me for the field. 
'Tis thine to cruſh the hoſtile pow'r 
That threatens my o'erthrow ; 
My mighty Saviour and my God 
Shall ſcreen me from the. foe. 
The ſnares of hell begirt me round, 


O help me ere I fall; 
Thou from thy holy temple ill 
Shalt hear thy ſervants call. 


All 
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All forely troubled is my foul ; 
Save thou my fleeting breath; 
For who ſhall praiſe thee in the grave, 
Or give thee thanks in death ? 
If Ive done evil to the friend 
Who plac'd in me his truſt, 
Then let the enemy o'erwhelm 
Mine honour in the duſt, 
From heaven ſhall the Lord look down, 
Upon the ſons of men; | 
His out-ſtretcht arm ſhall drag to light, 
The murd'rer from his den. 
Unto the ſkies thy mereies reach, 
Unto the clouds thy truth : 
View me in mercy then, nor think 
Upon my fins in youth, 
Confounded ſhall the wicked ſtand, 
Soon as thy ſword's uprais'd : 
Whilſt all who love thee loud ſhall cry, 


The Lord our God be praii d. 
C 4 THE 
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THE 
DEATH of CHLOE. 


I. 


HEN Phœbus aroſe yeſter morn, 
And-ſhone on my Chloe and me, 
I look't on all grandeur with ſcorn, 
For who were ſo happy as we ? 
But ah! cou'd I think with the light, 
To bid ev'ry pleaſure farewel ; 
Alas! could I think that 'ere night, 
They would ring my beloved one's knell. 


"Wis 8 
Ah luckleſs ! ah | ſurrowful day, 

No more ſhall my Chloe be ſeen ; 
No more ſhall ſhe chant the ſweet lay, 


Or dance on the ſmooth-ſhaven Green. 


Her 
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Her ſong drew the ſwains all around, 
The nymphs too delighted would hear, 


E'en envy applauded the ſound, | 
Which charm'd while it wounded her ear. 


III. 


But envy no more on theſe plains, 
Shall rear her deteſtable head, 
For they've left my poor Chloe's remains, 
In the fad, filent vaults of the dead. 
At midnight unheard and unſten, 
II ſteal to the grave of my Fair; 
Think how happy we two might have been, 
Then ſigh out my ſoul in deſpair. | 
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A S O N G. 
The SAE RIA 's SOLILOQUY., 


I, 


Love, yet I dare not complain, 
I doat, yet I'm forc'd to refrain, 


How cruel, how hard is my fate | 
The nymph too, ſometimes paſſing by, 
With a glance now, and now with a ſigh, 
Hark | ſhe certainly pities my ſtate, 

She certainly pities my ſtate, 


II, 


No heifers have I now at play, 
No flocks o'er my meadows to ſtray, 


I've 
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I've neglected them all for her ſake, 


When I ſpy her next by the cool tide, 
II tell her I'll make her my bride, 


If I can have courage to ſpeak, 
If I can have courage to ſpeak. 


III. 

Come Cupld come quick to my aid, 
But tenderly pierce the dear maid, 
To my wiſhes for once now be kind, 
Force her in return for my ſake, 
When next I behold her to ſpeak, 
Or like you let me ever be blind, 

Or like you let me ever be blind. 


SONG 


as. MISCELLANEQUS 


_— a 
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I, 


HOUGH once I woo'd each artleſs 
maid, | 
Yet, ah | 'twas ſport alone; 
Though till I ſwore, and knelt, and pray'd, 
My heart was ſtill my own. 
On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry vale, 
At riſe and ſet of ſun, 
The nymphs, would hear the ſoothing tale, 


Believ'd, and were undone. 
II. 2 


While thus all void of cares and tears, 
On pleaſure's breaſt I lay, 


Methought the days, the months, the years, 
Like lightning flew away. 


But, | 


But, lo! at length, ah! fatal fall! 

Black-low'r'd the frowning ſky 

Fair fortune left my ſide, and all 
My joys 'gan droop and die, 


III. 


'Twas then to burſt a breaking heart 
The fair Cleora came 
At once I felt the pleaſing ſmart, 
Glide ſwift thro' all my frame, 
Love! thou'rt reveng'd ; all-conq'ring boy 
Thine anger who can bear? 


Sad doubts my tortur'd ſoul annoy ; 
1 doat, and I deſpair. 
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Part of the 23d PSALM 


PARAPHRASED. 


HE Lord who rules yon ſtar-enamel'd 
5 Pole, 
To whom the cherubs reverently bend, 
Whom in their hallelujahs they extol 
The great three · one, the eternal without end: 
Can I lack good, when ev'ry where 
I find in him the ſhepherd's care ? 


No.—His immortal hand altho' unſeen, | 
Shall lead me where the ſtreams of comfort 
flow, 
His hand ſhall guide me to the paſture green, 
Where nature's various ſweets profuſely grow ; 
The ſoul that on its God relies, 


Its God from day to day ſupplies. 
| He 


FP 
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He ſhall my ſoul convert from ev ry ill, 
And in that ſacred path direct my ways 
On earth, which teaches how to do his will, 
In heav'n, inſtructs how beſt tochant his praiſe, 

I'll dedicate myſelf to thee, 

© Lord, in pure ſimplicity. | 
Tho'through thediſmal valeof death I ſtray d, 
And 92 no chearing gleam of light ſhoyld 


No evil wou'd 1 fear, nor be diſmay'd, 

For even there, O Lord, art thou with me, 
Avant vain fears, for lo! my God 
Supports me with his aff and rod. 

Whilſt thro' my veins the purple tide ſhall 

flow, 

And I behold the wide expanded fey, 

Thou, Lord, thy gracious favour ſhall beſtow, 

And guard me as the apple of thine eye, 
Amongſt arch angels'I'll adore, 

Thy holy name for evermore. 
ODE 
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00 DE vi Lis I. 


Ad 'BARINE N. 


LL A ſi juris tibi pejerati 
pana, Barine, nocuiſſet unquam : 
Diente fi nigro fieres, vel uno 
| Turpior ungui, | 


Crederem. Sed tu ſimul obligiſti 

| Perfidum votis caput, eniteſcis 

Pulchrior multò, juvenumque prodis 
Publica cura. 


Expedit matris cineres operto: 

Fallere, et toto taciturna noRis 

Signa cum colo, gelidi que divos 
Morte carentes. 


ODE 
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ODE VIII. BO OE Il, 
To BAR IN E. 
1 juſtice from ſome injur'd 


pow'r 
But once that lovely form aſſail, 


And damage in a vengeful hour 
An iv'ry tooth or ſingle nail, 
I'd b'lieve thee yet; but {ill ſorſworn j 
High heav'n and us alike you ſcorn, 
And grow, ah me! each duy more ſair, 
The public pride, the public care, 
By all the glorious ſtars that burn, 
Tn yon bright ſky, and by the urn, 
That holds your mother's duſt, you ſwore, 


By all the gods too, o'er and o'er, 
D Ridet 
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Ridet hoc, inquam, venus ipſa; rident 
Simplices nymphe, ferus et cupido, 
Semper ardentes acuens ſagittas 

Cote eruenta, 


Adde quod pubes tibi creſcit omnis, 
Seruitus creſcit nova: nec priores 
Impiz tectum dominæ relinquunt 


Sepe minati, 


Te ſuis matres metuunt juveneis, 
Te ſenes parci, miſeræque nuper 


Virgines nuptæ, tua ne retardet 


Aura maritos. 


BUT 
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But Venus, queen of beauty, ſmiles; 
To ſee your tricks, and ſubtile wiles ; 
Each maid admires your wanton arts, 
Love laughs, and whets his poiſon'd darts. 


Lo! they come! the hapleſs ſwains ! 


See] the victims kiſs their chains. 
Lovers old and new by ſcores ; 


Each diſpairs, and each adores. 

Then for her boy each mother fears: 
The miſer trembles when he hears 
Thy name, and ev'ry bride turns pale; 
Leſt here her huſband's virtue fail. 


ba CHANSON 
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CHANSON a BolRE. 


\ IT II Copernicus, maſters, have done; 
Let the earth turn about, or the ſun : 
Such arguments always decline : 
What needs this elaborate pother ? 
Since the turning of one, or the other, 


Will ripen the juice of the vine. 
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OVE delights the giddy lad; 


Prudent age to claret flies; 
For to love is to be mad; 
But to drink is to be wiſe. 


From 
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From MARTIAL. 


Ad Pontilianum dictam ineptum, 


"Lis, . 


UR non mitto meos tibi Pontiliane 


libellos 
Ne mihi tu mittas Pontiliane tuos. 


To PonTiLianus, a bad Poet. 


Why don't I ſend to your review, 
Theſe little books of mine ? 
The reaſons rough, but, gad 'tis true, 


Leſt you ſhould ſend me thine. 
D 3 A 
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A 
SCENE in ELYSIUM. 


I. 


N thoſe þleſt ſhades, where (men are told) 
The Heroes and the bards of old, 
Calm, eaſy, and ſerene, 
A perfect happineſs enjoy, 
A happineſs which ne er can cloy, 
Two noble forms were ſeen. 


II. 
Hon Ac the one beſeem d, all gay 
And blithe he ſmil'd as who ſhould ſay, 
O be not ſad, for ſhame ! | 


Mild, ſweet, and gentle look'd his mate, 
On him a ſober ſoftneſs ſate, 


And Oeip was his name. 


P O E M 8. 


III. 


Know you, my Honk Ac, gan he ſay, 

A wight from BatTaAiN's come this day, 
And with him doth he bring 

Full many a wond'rous piece, which, he 

His odes doth call, and you ſhall ſee, 


Odes to his patriot king. 


IV. 
By him, too, privately is ſent, 
A paper which ſhall well content | 
Thy heart, my friend, and mine; | 
A virgin on yon iſle appears ; 
| In learning old, but young in years, 
And theſe her ſtrains divine, 


V. 


Read, Horace, and in this bright maid, 
Behold thy charming ſelf pourtray'd 3 


Hark ! now ſhe ſtrikes the lyre ; fo 
- A 4 | How 


\ 
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How fine that touch | now, bold and ſtrong 
She hurls, the warrior's car along, 


And ſets the ſoul on fire, 


VI. 


Nor doth the blooming fair diſdain 
To trifle in thy Ovip's vein ; 

Lo here in BRITISH rhime, 
With heighten'd beauty, added Grace, 
I thine to many a future race, 


To all ſucceeding time. 
VII, 
Noble and truly great that laſt, 
(Cry'd Hox Aer, as with eager haſte 
Ile view'd th' enchanting lays) 
'Fore heav'n, there's not an atom loſt, 


I know not which to wonder moſt, 
My friend, or molt to praiſe, 


VIII, 
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VIII. 


Come on, my Ov1, let us ſend 
Straitway for each ingenious friend ; 
Whene'er this paper's read, 
I can't help thinking, PusLius, how 
SAPPHO, who looks ſo haughty now, 
Will droop her envious head. 
J. HacxzTrT, 


EPISTOLA 
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EPISTOLA VII. 


ARGUMENT U M. 


RO] A a Græcis everſa, Æneas, An- 

chiſæ & Veneris filius, poſtquam in- 
cendio penates aripuiſſet, viginti navibus 
mare ingreditur. Tempeſtate autem jacta- 
tus, diuque circum multa littora errans, in 
Libyam eſt delatus, ubi tunc Dido, ut fingit 
V irgilius, eli filia, & Sichæi, Hereulis ſacre- 


otis uxor, Tyro profecta, fratris Pygmali - 


onis ſævitiam & avaritiam ſugiens, novam 
urbem, Carthaginem, moliebatur, à qua 


Eneag 
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Rr sr vw 


The ARGUMENT. 


X7 HEN Troy was ranſacked by the 
Greeks, Aneas the ſon of Venus 


and Anchiſe, after he had ſaved his gods 
from the fire, put to ſea with twenty fail of 


ſhips. But being toſt here and there by ad- 
verſe winds, and wandring for a long time 
about many different coaſts, was at laſt caſt 
upon the Lybian ſhore, where at that time 
Dido (according to Virgil's account) the 
daughter of Belus, and wife to Sichæu, 
prieſt of Hercules, having left Tyre to avail 
the cruelty and avarice of her brother Pig- 
malion, was employ'd in building Carthage. 


By her Eneas, together with his companions, 
was 
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Eneas unà cum ſociis liberaliter ſuſcèptus 
amatus, in ejuſdem ſeſe interiorem conſuetu- 
dinem demiſit. Cum autem Mercurii mo- 
nitu, in Italiam, fatis ſibi promiſſam, navi- 
gare pararet, Dido (ut quæ cum maxime 
amans & ardens omnia momenta expenderet) 
animum ejus præſentiens, a navigandi propo 
ſito eum revocare ſtudet: quo non impetrato, 
ut ſaltem differat præceps iter, orat. Multis 
autem fruſtra admotis precibus, tandem mo- 


ritura ad eum ſcribit, ut mortis cauſam præ- 


| built intelligat. 


EPISTLE 
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was received with the greateſt hoſpitality, by 
her he was paſſionately beloved, and indulg- 
ed at leaſt in the utmoſt familiarity. But 
when by the admoniſhment of Mercury he 
had propoſed to ſet fail for Italy (a kingdom 
promiſed to her by the gods) Dido perceiv- 
ing his intention, uſes every argument that 
ſhe thought would any way diſſuade him 
from his deſign. But being here fruſtrated, 
ſhe intreats him, that he would at leaſt defer 
it for a little while. She begs, but begs in 
vain, At laſt being about to die, ſhe writes 
to him as follows, to let him underſtand 
that he was the cauſe of her death. 


| | DIDO 
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— 


a 


DIDO to NE As. 


I C, ubi fata vocant, udis abjectus in 
herbis, 
Ad vada Mzandri concinit albus olor. 
Nec, quia te noſtra ſperem prece poſſe moveri, 
Alloquor : adverſo vovimus iſta Deo. 
Sed merita & famam, corpuſque, animumque 
pudicum 


Cum maleperpiderim: perdere verba leve eſ. 
Certus es ire tamen, miſeramque relinquere 
Dido: 5 
Atque iidem venti vela fidemque ferent, 
Certus es, Ænea, cum fœdere ſolvere naves: 
Queque ubi ſint neſcis, Itala regna ſequl. 
Nec nova Carthago, nec te creſcentia tangunt 
Meenia : nec ſceptro tradita ſumma tuo 
Facta fugis ; facienda petis. Querenda per 
orbem 


Altera, queſita eſt altera terra tibi. 
DIDO 
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— — 


DIDO to ANEAS. 


HUS the poor ſwan, MAN DTR's 
banks along, 
When death draws near, attunes her fun'ral 
ſong. 
Not that I hope by this to move thee : No, 
Since fate, relentleſs fate ordains it, go. 
For thee I loſt whate' er my foul held dear; 
What matters if neglected then this pray'r ? 
But tis reſoly'd no longer muſt you ſtay, 
ANzAs and his faith muſt hence away: 
Far, far away, to follow flying lands ; 
EN RAS dreams, and then 'tis Jovs com- 
mands: 5 
Labour and war you love, and therefore fly 


To find new towns beneath ſome other ſky. 
4 , 7 When 
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Ut terram invenias, quis eam tibi tradet ha- 
bendam? 
Quis ſua non notis arva tenenda dabit ? 


Alter habendus amor tibi reſtat, & altera 
Dido : | 
Quamque-iterum fallas, altera danda fides 
Quando erit, ut condas inſtar Carthaginis 
urbem, 
Et videas populos altus ab arce tuos ? . 
Omnia ut eveniant, nec te tua vota morentur; 
Unde tibi, quæ te ſic amet, uxor erit ? 


Uror, ut inducto ceratæ ſulfure tædæ: 


Ut pia fumoſis addita thura focis. 

Eneas oculis ſemper vigilantis inhæret: 
Anean animo noxque dieſque refert, 

Ille quidem male gratus, & ad mea munera 


ſurdus; 5 
Et quo, ſi non ſim ſtulta, carere velim: 


Non tamen nean, quamvis male cogitat, 
odi: | ; 

Sed queror infidum, queſtaque pejus amo. 
Parce, 
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| When thou haſt found them, ſhall” they 
then be thine ? 
Shall other's ſubjects own thee, too, like 
mine? 
You've other loves and hapleſs queens to ſoak, 
And other vows to give, and other vows to 
| break, 
When wilt thou build a CaRTHacr? when 
look down | 
T rom thy high tow'rs on ſuch a ſplendid 
town ? 
Yet grant all this;—canſt thou-e'er hope to 
find 
A wife as D1po loving and as kind? 
For, oh! my flame's like that of incenſe 
bright; 
Thou art my thought by day, and dea by 
night. 
Ungrateful man ! whom fain I would abbar; 
But ſtill the more I plain, I love the more. 


E Have 
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Parc Venus, nurui, durumque amplectere 
fratrem, 

Frater Amor: caſtris militet ille tuis. 
Aut ego que cœpi (neque enim dedignor) 
amare, | 

| Materiam curæ præbeat ille mew. 
Fallor ; & iſta mihi falſo jactatur imago. 
Matris ab ingenio diſſidet ille ſuz. 
Te lapis, & montes, innataque rupibus altis 
Robora, te ſævæ progenuere feræ: 
Aut mare, quale vides agitari nunc quoque 
| 'ventis : , 
Quo tamen adverſis fluctibus ire paras. 
Quo fugis ? obſtat hyems : hyemis mihi gra 
tia profit, | 
Aſpice, ut everſas concitet Eurus aquas. 
. Quod tibi maluerim, ſine me debere procellis. 
Juſtior eſt animo ventus & unda tuo. 
Non ego ſum tanti (quamvis merearis, inique) 
Ut pereas, dum me per freta longa fugis, 
Exerces pretioſa odia, & conſtantia magno; 
97. 5 Si, 
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Have pity, Venus; Curip, hold thy dart, 
Or let thy brother feel the pleaſing ſmart. 

But 'twas deceit, nor canſt thou, falſe one, be 

Her ſon ; for Venus has no ſon like thee. 

From rocks or mountains thou haſt had thy 

birth, 


Some harden'd oak or ſavage brought thee 
forth : 


Or elſe the ſeas, which you would tempt 
ag ain, i 

The ſeas with whirlwind arm'd and hurri- 
cane. 

Let the ſtorm plead now raging all around, 

Let that, for Di Do's words are fruitleſs found, 

And are the waves more kind, the winds 
more true ? | 


Tu thank them then, inſtead of thanking you. 
Death thou may'ſt dread, from Jove's un- 


erring laws, 


But let not D1po be th' unhappy eauſe. 


E 2 Much 
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Si, dum me careas, eſt tibi vile mori. 
Jam venti ponent, ſtrataque æqualiter unda, 
Cæruleis Triton per mare curret equis. 
Tu quoque cum ventis utinam mutabilis 
eſſes! | 

Et, niſi duritia robdra vincis, eris. 
- Quid, fi neſcieris, inſana quid æquora poſ- 
fine? 
Expertæ toties tam male credis aquæ? 
Ut pelago ſuadente etiam retinacula ſolvas, 
Mlulta tamen latus triſtia pontus habet. 
Nec violaſſe fidem tentantibus æquora pro- 
deſt. | 
Perfidiæ pœnas exigit ille locus. 
Præcipue cum læſus Amor: quia mater Amoris 
Nuda Cytheriacis edita fertur aquis. 


Perdita ne perdam timeo, noceamve nocenti; 
Neu bibat æquoreas naufraguꝭ hoſtis aquas. 


* i, * 
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Much muſt thou hate, if now thou wouldſt 
not fear | 

To try the main, but to avoid me here. 

Soon ſhall the waters be again at peace, 

Soon ſhall the howling ſtorms and thunders 
ceaſe. | 

O! with the winds that thou wert wav'ring 
ſtill! 

And ſure, unleſs your heart is ſtone, you will. 

To tempt yon rage-fraught ocean canſt. 
thou dare ? 

Nay, tho' all ſmil'd around, tho! all was fair, ( 


Think what amazing vengeance heay'n has 
there. ) 


There let none go who break the faith they 
give, | | 

There let no perjur'd wretch hope long to 
live, 


But moſt the falſe in love, thence VꝝNus roſe, 
And thence ſhall hurl deſtruction on her foes, 


E 3 Loſt, 
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Vive, precor : ſic te melius, quam funere, 
perdam. 8 


Tu potius leti cauſa ferare mei. 
Finge, age, te rapido (nullum ſit in omine 
pondus) 
Turbine deprendi : quid tibi mentis erit 
Protinus occurrent falſe perjuria linguz, 
Et Phrygia Dido fraude coacta mori. 
Conjugis ante oculos deceptæ ſtabit imago 
Triſtis, & effuſis ſanguinolenta comis. 
| Quicquid id eft, totum merui, concedite, dicas : 
Quæque cadent, in te fulmina miſſa putes, 
Da breve ſevitie ſpatium pelagique tuæ- 
que: 
Grande moræ pretium tuta futura via eſt, 
Nec mihi parcatur : puero parcatur Iulo. 
Te ſatis eſt titulum mortis habere mem. 
Quid puer Aſcanius, quid Di meruere Pe- 
nates? 


Ignibus ereptos obruet unda Deos. 
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Loſt, loſt myſelf, 1 ſtill muſt fear for you; 
Me thou'ſt deſtroy d, I'd not deſtroy thee too. 
Should ſome fell ſtorm (but heav'n avert that 
fate!) 
Vour navy wreck, you'll then repent too late. 
Then to your thoughts your perjuries ſhall - 
riſe; 
Then ſhall EL1za's ghoſt torment your eyes: 
Then as all horrid ſtaring ſhe ſhall ſhow, . 
Thou'lt cry, I ſend thee to the ſhades be- 
low.” 
Then, while the lightnings flaſh and thun- 
ders roar, + 
Thouw'lt cry, ſtrike here; I merit it and more. 
Stay then ſome time, tho! it be cer ſo ſmall, 
A little, little while may ſhun it all, 
But ſpare not me; yet ſure thou'lt ſpare thy ſon, 


My death thou art; but Of be mine alone. 
Thy gods are guiltleſs, and thy lovely boy, 


Theſelet not, then, the ſea's wild rage deſtroy, 
E4 But 
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Sed neque fers tecum ; nec, que mihi, per- 
fide, jactas, | 
Preſſerunt humeros ſacra paterque tuos. 
Omnia mentiris. Nec enim tua fallere lingua 
Incipit a nobis; primaque plector ego. 
Si quæras, ubi fit formoſi mater Iüli: 
Occidet a duro ſola relicta viro. 
Hæc mihi narraras: at me movere merentem. 
Inde minor culpa pena futura mea eſt, 
Nee mihi mens dubia eſt, quin te tua numina 
damnent, 
Per mire, per terras ſeptima jactat hyems, 
Fluctibus ejectum tuta ſtatione recepi, 
Vixque bene audito nomine, regna dedi. 


Tis tamen officiis utinam contenta ſuiſſem; 


Et mihi concubitus fama ſepulta foret! 
Illa dies nocuit, qua nos declive ſub antrum 
Ceruleus ſubitis compulit imber aquis, 


Audicram 
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But thou thy gods from fire didſt never bear; 

No ancient father was thy pious care, 

Falſe all thy ſtory ; nor am I the firſt 

For fins by heav'n to love ENEAS cufſt, 

Where is CRRUSA, mother to thy boy? 

Left by her huſband in the flames of Troy, 

On CARTHAGE wreckt, ere ſcarce thy name 
was known, 

I gave thee, fooliſh woman, half my throne. | 

Had I ſtopt there! couldithave ne'erbeen ſaid 

I took thee, wretch to do it, to my bed ! 

That hateful day made me misfortune's ſlave, 


When midlt the rain we ſought the darken'd 
cave. 


I heard a voice z and while the wood-nymphs 
yell, 

Th' accurſed fates my fall ordain in hell. 

Virtue and honour now demand the blow 


T' avenge my injur'd lord ; with ſhame I go. 
Within 


$8 MISCELLANEOUS 


Audleram voces; Nymphas ululaſſe putavl. 
Eunenides fatis ſigna dedere mels. 

Exige, loſe pudor, pœnas, violate Sichwo : 
Ad quas (me miſeram ) plena pudorls eo, 

Eſt nulhl marmorea ſucratus In cœde Sichwus + 
Appoſite frondes velleraque alba tegunt. 

Hine ego me ſenſi noto quater ore citart 
Ipſo ſono tenul dixit, E, ver, = 

Nulla mora eſt; venlo. Venlo tibi deblta 

' conjux' : 

Sed tamen nadmiſli tarda pudore mel. 

Da veniam culpw i decipit idoneus auctor. 
Invidiam noxw detrahit ille mew, 

Diva parens, ſenlorque pater pia ſarcina 


_ 
Spe mihi manſuri rite dedere vir. 


$i ſuit errandum, cauſas habet error ho- 
neſtas. R 
Addo fidem ; nulla parte pigendus erit. 


Durat 
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Within a marble fane by (kilful hands 
Uprear'd, the image of Stoumve ſands: 
From out this place methought I heard him 

ſay 
Four times, “ EL HA, quickly come away.“ 
[ come, I come, Stenave' loving wife, 
But, Ol the filthy blot which ſtains my life | 
Forgive, my lord for who could e'er have 
thought 
A prince with ſuch rare charms, ſuch virtues 
fraught, 
Born of a goddeſs, bearer of his ſire, 
When Troy, and TRrov's proud walls were 
wrapt in fire, 


Who would have thought he thus could bave 
deceiv'd 
A queen, by whom his wants were all re- 
liev'd e - 
If aught can e'er excuſe my broken vow, 
You'll own it ought to be forgiven now, 
| Miſ- 
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Durat in extremum, vitæque noviſſima 
noſtræ | 
Proſequitur fati, qui fuit ante, tenor. 

Otcidit internas conjux mactatus ad aras : 
Et ſceleris tanti premia frater habet. 

Exul agor z cinereſque viri patrlamque reg 
Unquo: 

Et feror In duras hoſte ſequente vias, 
Applicor ignotis : fratrique elapſu fretoque, 
Quod tibi donavi, perfide, littus emo, 

Urbem conflitui z lateque patentia fixi 
Mania, finitimis invidioſa locis, 
Bella tument : bellis peregrina & ſgmina 
ten tor: 
Vixque rudes portas urbis & arma paro. 
Mille procis placui: qui me coière quo- 
rentes 


Neſcio quem thalamis præpoſuiſſe fuis. 


Quid © 
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Misfortunes with my birth high heaven 
gave, 

And the ſame fate purſues me to my grave. 
By my own brother's hands my lord was 
ſlain, | 

Who till enjoys in peace the horrid gain. 

My huſband's athes and his country left, 

I fled, of friends and comfort quite bereft : 

'Eſcap'd from him and the devouring ſea, 

I bought the land, I gave, falſe man, te 

| thee : 

Here plann'd my city, rais'd my walls og 
high, 

And kings beheld them with an envious 
eye. 

Now they conſpire in rancour and in hate, 

Againſt my infant and defenceleſs ſtate. 

For thouſands ſought my love, and ſtill com- 
plain'd | . 

A ſtranger was receiy'd and they diſdain'd. 


IaRBAS: 
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Quid dubitas vinctam Gwetulo tradere Iarbs ? 
Prebuerim ſceleri brachia noſtra tuo. 

Eſt etiam frater; cujus manus impia poſſit 

| Reſpergi noſtro, ſparſa cruore viri. 


Pone Deos, & que tangendo ſacra profanas : 
Non bene cœleſtes impia dextra colit. 


Si tu cultor eras elapſis igne futurus ; 
Penitet elapſos ignibus eſſe Deos. 
Forſitan & gravidam Dido, ſcelerate, re- 
linquas, f 
Parſque tui lateat corpore clauſa meo. 
Accedet fatis matris miſerabilis > | 
Et nondum nato funeris auctor eris. 
Cumque parente ſua fratet morietur Iüli, 
Panaque connexos auferet una duos. 

Sed jubet ire Deus. Vellum vetuiſſet adire ; 
Punica nec Teucris preſſa fuiſſet humus. 
Hoc duce (nempeDeo) ventis agitaris iniquis, 
Et terris in rapido tempora longa freto. 


Pergama 
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IazBAs for my perſon well would pay; 

To crown thy deeds, there yield me, and 
away. 

My brother too, who flew my, e 


lord, 
For Dipo's blood EN EAS ſhall reward. 


O! take not, take not with thee to the ſea 
Thy gods, now ſorry they were ſay'd by 
- thee, 

Perhaps too, time, when thou art gone, 
ſhall prove, 

To all the fruits of our unhappy love: 

But I'll not live to be my people's ſcorn; 

So ſhalt thou ſlay in me thy child unborn. 

But HeRrmMEs bids you go, and him you 
fear | 

O! would to heav'n he ne'er had bonnght 
thee. here. | 

He made thee ten years wander on the 
main, { 


And bids thee now go wander once again. 


V Tas For 


64 MISCELLANEOUS 
Pergama vix tanto tibi erant repetenda la- 
wk 5 | 

Hectore fi vivo quanta fuere forent. 
Non patrium Simotnta petis; ſed Tybridis 
undas 
Nempe, ut pervenias quo cupis, hoſpes 
eris. 
Utque latet, vitatque tuas abſtruſa carinas, 
Vix tibi continget terra petita ſeni. 
Hos potius populos in dotem, abage re- 
miſſa, 3 
Accipe; & advectas Pygmalionis opes. 
Illion in Tyriam transfer felicius urbem: 
Inque loco regis ſceptra ſacrata tene. 
Si tibi mens avida eſt belli, fi quærit Iülus 
VUnde ſuo partus Marte triumphus erat; 
. ſuperet, ne quid deſit, prebebimus 
hoſtem 
His pacis leges, hic loous arma capit. 
Tu modo, per matrem, fraternaq; tela ſagittas, 


Perque fugæ comites Dardana ſacra Deos: 
I b Go ; (Sic 
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For thy own Tzov, their labours were too 


great, | 

Tho Troy ſhould riſe in all its former 
ſtate, 

My TyRs you fly, and ſeck with toil and 
care; | 

TiBzR's fam'd banks to land a ſtranger 
there. i 

Unknown as tis to all, ne'er ſought before, 

Age ſhall reach thee, ere thou this promis d 
ſhore. | 

Here rather govern ; and for Di po's ſake, 

Her kingdom, and her kingdom's riches 
take, | 

And Troy and Tyr one happy coün- 
try make, 

Then, if for war thy young Ivrvs longs, 

We'll find him foes on whom tavenge our 
wrongs. | 

By Venus and her ſon, whom all obey, 

Ty all thy gods, I do conjure thee, ſtay, 

F So 
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(Sic ſuperent quoſcunque tua de gente re- 
portas, | 
Mars ferus & damni fit modus ille tui. 
Aſcaniuſque ſuos feliciter impleat annos, 
Et ſenis Anchiſz molliter oſſa cubent) 


Parce precor domui, que ſe tibi tradit ha- 
bendam. 


Quod crimen dicis, præter amaſſe, meum ? 
Non ego ſum Phthias, magniſque oriunda 
Mycenis: | 
Nec ſteterunt in te virque paterque meus. 
Si pudet uxoris ; non nupta, ſed hoſpita dicar. 
Dum tua fit Dido, quidlibet eſſe feret. 
Nota mihi freta ſunt Afrum frangentia littus : 
Temporibus certis dantq; negantq; viam. 
Cum dabit aura viam, præbebis carbaſa 
ventis. 
Nunc levis ejectam continet alga ratem. 


Tempus ut obſervem, manda mihi] certius 
ibis : 


Nec te, ſi cupies, ipſe manero ſinam. 
| 'Et 
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$o may thy wretched ſubjects reſt in peace, 
May thy ſon's virtues with his years increaſe; 
And all-thy wars, and toils, and mis'ries 

ceaſe; 
O ſave the realm that throws itſelf on thee ? 
For thou canſt find no crime but love in me. 
No Grecian; I; nor did my father ſtand 
In arms againſt thy Tao, ill-fated land: 
Should thou not like me to be call'd thy 
queen, 
ru be thy thiſtreſs, | nor will think it mean; 
I know theſe ſeas that break upon our coaſt } 
There many a noble veſſel has been loſt. 
When the wind ſets, then fail; make no 
delay ; 
But now the ſea-weed would blind your 
way. 
Bid me obſerve the time, and thou ſhalt go 
Then ſhouldſt thou wiſh td ſtay, I'd ſay thee; 
No, 


F 2 | Yout 


+ 
, 
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Et ſocii requiem poſcunt, laniataque claſſis 
Poſtulat exiguas ſemirefecta moras. 

Pro meritis, & ſiqua tibi debebimus ultro, 
Pro ſpe conjugii tempora parva peto. 


Dum freta miteſcunt, & Amor: dum tem- 


pore & uſu 
Fortiter ediſco triſtia poſſe pati. 


Sin minus; eſt animus nobis effundere vitam. 


In me crudelis non potes eſſe diu. 
Adſpicias utinam, quæ ſit ſcribentis imago! 
Seribimus, & gremio Troicus enſis adeſt: 
Perque genas lacryme ſtrictum labuntur in 

enſem; 

Qui jam pro lacrymis ſanguine tinctus erit, 
Quam bene conveniunt fato tua munera 
noſtro | 1 

Inſtruis impenſu noſtra ſepulera breyi, 
Nec mea nunc primo feriuntur pectora telo: 


Ille locus ſevi vulnus Amoris habet. 


Anna ſoror, ſoror Anna, mee male conſcia 


culpe, 
Jam dabit in cineres ultima dona meos. 


Nec 


P Ot 0 
Your men want reſt, your fleet muſt be 
repair'd ; 
Then let my pray'r in the mean time be 


heard. 1 
Then may I learn theſe terrors to ſubdue, 


And by degrees ſhake off the love of you. 
But ſhouldſt thou this deny, I'd have thee 
know, 

Tho' now full wretched ; I'd not long be ſo, 
E'en while I write, thy ſword before me 
lies, | 
By which the wretched, loſt EL 1z A dies. 
Thy ſword (how little could I this fore- 


ſee ?) 
Will rend the heart, love wounded firſt for 
thee, | 
ANNA, do thou, my friend, my ſiſter 
come, 


And ſee me laid within the peaceful tomb. 


7 3 3 
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Nec, conſumpta rogis, inſcribar Eliſſa Sf. 
che; 5 
Hoc tamen in tumuli marmore carmen 
8888 | 
Prabuit Aneas & cauſam mortis & enſem, 
{/a fua Dido goncidit uſa manu, 


Yet call me not thereon S1cn avs' queen, 
But on the ſtone be this inſcription ſeen : 
The cauſe and means of death Anzas 
40 left z ; 
Nor has the gift prov'd vain; 
10 D1Do, of him forſaken and bereft, 
« By her own hand lies lain,” 
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0 nA d 8, 
ODE III. Book II, 


8 
to DELIVUS 


N this ſmall but beautiful Piece, which 
now lies before us, we have ſuch advice, 
and ſuch direction, for our conduct out of 
the mouth of a Heathen, as needs not to 
bluſh to beat the ſeritiny, even of Chriſti 
anity itſelf, It is penned in a tile neat and 
conciſo 
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conciſe, the reflections are happily adjuſted 
to the ſubject, and the method with which 
he has handled this Ode, is not wanting 
in its peculiar embelliſhments, thoſe of caſe 
and familiarity, Js: | 


HORACE, 
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ODE III. LI B. II. 


Ad DE LI U M. 


A QUAM memento rebus in arduis 
bonis | 
Ab inſolenti temperatam 
Letitia, moriture Deli; 


— 


Seu maſtus omni tempore vixeris, 
Seu te in remoto gramine per dies 
Feſtos reclinatum beftris 
Interiore not Falerni : 


Qua 


KH Oh EK 
ODE III. Book I, 


To DELIUS, 


E careful Delius to improve, 
In every ſtate a mind ſerene ; 
Submit yourſelf to mighty Jove, 
However fortune change the ſcene. 


If for the worſe, then be reſign d, 
Let wiſdom moderate your grief; 
For if the goddeſs be not kind, 

In ſorrow there is ſmall relief. 
3 | Should 
quam memento rebus in arduis ſervare mentem. 


Horace ſeems in his addreſs to have been tolerably frep 
with Delius ; for, without any fort of ceremony, he 


bak. 


/ 
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Qud pinus ingens, albaque populus 

Umbram hoſpitalem conſociare amant 

Ramis; & obliquo laborat 

Lympha fugax trepidare rivo. - 


| Huc vina, & unguenta, & nimium breves 
Flores amen ferre jube roſe ; hy 
Dum res, & ætas, & ſororum 
Fila trium patiuntur atra. 


Cedes coemptis ſaltibus z & domo, 
Villaque, fievus quam Tiberis lavit: 
Cedes : & exſtructis in altum 
Divitiis potietur hwres, 


Diveſne priſco natns ab Inacho, 
Nil intereſt, an pauper, & infima 
De gente ſub Dio morteris, 
Victima nil miſerantis Orci, 


Omnes 
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Should ſhe all- bountiful beſtow, . 
Her choiceſt ſtore of gifts on thee, 
My friend, this golden ſecret know, 
From inſolence of joy be free. 


You, who to Pluto's dread domain, 
Muſt ſhortly go, 'tis ſo decreed, 
Whither in ſad or mirthful ſtrain, 


At eaſe this mortal life you lead. 
Where 


— 


29 


breaks in upon him with his preſcription. He ſhews 
himſelf here not unacquainted, with that weakneſs 
which the human mind is ſubject to whenlvever opproſſ- 
ed by any uneaſy ſenſation, or attacked by the «vil of 
aflliQion 3 and indeed we are all fo liable, and expoſed 
to the chances and changes of this mortal life, that, 
without ſome ſuch inſtruftion, to gulde and aſſiſt us, 
we might remain in one continued path of miſery and 
ſorrow. 'This he knew, and againſt this he levelled his 
admonitions, 


non ſecus In bonls 
Ab infolent| temperatam 
Letitid — 


Here again he turns his advice againſt the oppoſite 
extream j namely, that of immoderats joy, in proſperity. 


He thoroughly underſtood, the texture of the human 
frame 
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Onmnes eodem cogimur : omnium 
Verſatur urna: ſerius ocyùs 

Sors exitura, & nos in æternum 
Exilium impoſitura cymbe. 
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Where the tall pine, and poplar love 
To form the hoſpitable ſhade ; 


Or where the waters thro' the grove, 
Have oft in pleaſing murmurs play d. 


Bring hither wines and ſpices ſweet, 
Bring hither too the ſhort-liv'd roſe ; 
The day that's preſent you ſhou'd greet, 
Time never ebbs, but always flows. 


Your forreſts, and your villa too, 
Which Tybers waſhes, you muſt leave 4 
Your heir ſhall make a ſplendid ſhow, 


When you're laid low within the grave. 


It 


frame, was ſenſible how it's paſſion ebbed or flowed with 
joy or ſorrow. He therefore recommends it ſeriouſly to 
his friend, to ſteer the middle courſe. And fhems to 
view in his mind, that ſyſtem of philoſophy, which he 
laid down in this following line, 


Virtus eſt medium vitiorum & utrinſque ductum. 


— moriture Deli; 
Delius has yet a ſtronger motive to embrace the faith 


of what his preceptor had been juſt inſinuatingy, is now 
. put 
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It matters not, if rich or poor, 

Of high or low extraction horn, 

Wealth can't a ſpan of life procure, 

In vain the dreadful coaſt we ſcorn, 


To the ſame goal we all repair, 
The lot is ſhaken, ſoon or late; 


Which ſhall embark us hence, to where, 
We all ſhall meet one common fate. 


— 


— — 


put in mind of his mortality. The ſhortneſs of his life, 
and the certainty of his death, are here ſubmitted to his 
view and conſideration. What a perſuaſive method to 
recal the faculties of the mind into due _— 


nomy. 


Huc vina & unguenta & nimium breves 
Flores amone ferre jube roſe ; 

Horace in this ſtanza tells Delius, agreeable to the 
Epicurean philoſophy, to enjoy his life while the fates 
permitted, not with' exceſs, but with moderation. 
Solomon ſays, eat, drink, and be merry, for to-morrow 
we die. And Pope likewiſe, in his Urtiverſal Prayer, to 
enjoy, is to obey. And indeed, whoever impartially 
views and rightly conſiders that ſyſtem in it's ſeveral 
branches, will find, that it never imported any other 
1 notions. ; 
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Cedes coemptis ſaltibus; & domo, &c. | 
Again, he reminds him of the neceſſity of a departure 
from theſe upper regions. His forreſt, houſe, and villa, 
could lend no aid. The infernal king would ſummons 
him away, and he muſt leave his riches to another, 


Diveſne priſco natus ab Inacho, 
Nil intereſt, an pauper, &. 

Here he reflects, that it avails nothing, whether we 
be rich, or whether we be poor, A leſſon, indeed, of 
no ſmall advantage to thoſe who embrace it, and there- 
fore highly worthy of our ſtricteſt ' remembrance, For 
'tis this knowledge of himſelf, that places man above 
the brute creation. 


a HORACE, 
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= S © A CG om8H 
ErrsT, VIII. Lis, I. 
Ad CELSUM ALBINOVANUM. 


ELSO gaudere, & bene rem gerere 
Albino-vano 7 
Muſa rogata refer, comiti, ſeribeque Neronis, 
Si queret, quid agam; dic multa, & pul- 
chra minantem, 
Vivere nec rectè nec ſuaviter, haud quia 
grando | 


Contuderit vites, oleamq; momorderit æſtus; 

Nec quia longinquis armentum ægrotet in 
arvis; 

Sed quia mente minùs validus, quam cor- 
pore toto, 

Nil audire velim, nil diſcere, quod levet 

ægrum: 8 


Fidis 


riert. l.. L 
To CELSUS ALBINOVANUS. 


O Muſe to Celſus, now invok'd repair, 


Who ſeems entitled to the rule and care 
Of Nero, and his ſtate, tell him his friend 
Wiſhes ſincere for happineſs doth ſend, 
And that he might employ his fortune right, 
His firſt requeſt by day, his laſt by night. 
Should he enquire, how I myſelf engage, 
What part I'm acting on this buſy ſtage ; 
Tell him, by forming. big and vaſt deſigns, 
Horace an't over-well, but rather pines 
Not that my vine is ſhatter'd by the hail, 
Or that my cattle in the diſtant vale 
Doth languiſh.: or my olives by the heat 
Are ought the worſe: my mind is not 


compleat ; | 
G 2 There 
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Fidis offendar medicis, iraſcar amicis, 

Cur me funeſto properent arcere veterno : 

Quæ nocuere ſequar: fugiam que profore 

cxredam: | 

Rome Tibur amem ventoſus, Tibure Ro- 
mam. 

Poſt hec, ut valeat; quo pacto rem gerat, 
& le; 

Ut placeat juveni, percunctare, atque cohorti. 

Si dicet, recte; primum gaudere, ſubinde 

Præceptum auriculis hoc inſtillare memento : 

Ut tu fortunam, ſic nos te, Celſe, feremus. 


HORACE, 
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There, there's the ſting, nought will I learn, 
or hear, | 

Which my phyſicians for my cure prepare. 

My friends offend, and alb the healing tribe, 

Thoſe when they act, and theſe when they 

preſcribe : 

Things that will hurt, perverſely I purſue, 

And what I can avoid that's good, I do, 

When I'm at Rome, then Tiber's banks [ ) 
prize, 

At Tiber new imaginations riſe, | ( 

And Rome's high towers I praiſe unto the 
ſkies, 

Then after this enquire how Celſus does; 

Which of the number's greateſt, friends or 
foes, 

That tend on ſtate, the good or bad effects, 

How he his fortune, and himſelf directs ? 

If he ſhould anſwer well, then in my name 

Congratulate, and wiſh him ſtill the ſame. 

But this to Celſus, your laſt precept-be, 

As you bear fortune, ſo will we bear thee, 


- 


"RS HORACE, 
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A. EA C-24 
Ee1srT. II.. Book I. 


| HIS Epiſtle is dedicated, we ſee, to 
Lollius, while yet in thoſe years, 
which are generally accounted moſt agreea- 
ble to the application and reception of hu- 
man learning. The precepts contained in 
it are elegant and pure, ſuitable _ to the 
ſtricteſt rules of virtue and morality. The 
author of it throughout appears grave and 
ſublime; and while he addreſſes an orator, 
ſeems himſelf to aſſume that character. 


Defen- 
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Defendente vicem modo rhetoris atque 
poëtæ. 


For wherein does that art conſiſt? Not in 
the words only, but in the weight and effi- 
cacy they convey. In ſhewiuͤg virtue in her 
beauty and amiableneſs, and vice in its de- 


formity. In perſuading us to the one, and 
in diſſuading us from the other: if ſo then, 


who can better deſerve that name than Ho- 
race? He lays down ſuch rules for the young 
Orator's future conduct, as if he ſhould ad- 
here to, he would never deviate from that, 
which was truly good. Surely I judge Lol- 
lius to have been happy, who was bleſſed 
with ſo happy an inſtructor, 
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= & $A .-C Hh 
EIS r. II. LI B. I. 


Ad LOLLIUM. 


R OJANI belli ſcriptorem, maxime 
| Lolli, 
Dum tu declamas Rome, Præneſte relegi: 
Qui, quid fit pulchrum, quid turpe, quid 
utile, quid non, 
Plenius ac melius Chryſippo & Crantore 
dicit. 
Cur ita crediderim, niſi quid te detinet, audi. 
Fabula, qua Paridis, propter narratur amo- 
rem 


Græcia 
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EpIS r. II. 1 


Te LOT 


HILE you illuſtrious Lollius at 
Rome, | 

In loud harangues the orator aſſume ; 

I at Præneſte, have read o'er and o'er 

Th' egregious writer of the Trojan war; 

Who while he captivates the ſoul along, 

Draws out the meaſured lines of right and 
wrong ; . 

To him both Crantor and Chryſippus yield, 

For who to Homer muſt not quit the field ? 

If not important ſummons to attend, 


Hear why I thus the antient bard commend ; 
The 
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Græcia Barbariæ lento colliſa duello, 

Stultorum regum & populorum continet 
æſtus. 

Antenor cenſet belli præcidere cauſſam. 

Quid Paris? ut ſalvus regnet, —_ 
beatus, 

Cogi poſſe negat. Neſtor eomponere lites 

Inter Pelciden feſtinat & inter Atreiden : 


Hunc amor, ira quidem communiter urit 
utrumque. 

Quicguid delirant reges, plectuntur Achivi. 
Seditione, dolis, ſcelere, atque libidine, & 
ira 5 . 

Iliacos intra muros peccatur, & extra. 
Rursus quid virtus & quid ſapientia poſſit, 
Utile propoſuit nobis exemplar Ulyſſem: : 


Qui domitor Trojæ multorum providus 
urbes 


Et mores hominum inſpexit; latumque per 


Dum 
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The drama wherein Greece unhappy proves, 

By war long harraſs'd for polluted love, 

That train of ills which from the paſſion 
flows, 

Of foolith kings and people, juſtly ſhows. 

We ſee Antenor for a peace adviſe ; 

But what does Paris? Paris this denies ; 

Although by this he ſhould ſecure remain, 

And in eternal happineſs ſhould reign. 

Here Neſtor ſage with wiſdom now appears, 

From a long ſeries of revolving years, 

To act his part, he tries for to compoſe, 

Thoſe heats of anger which of late had 
roſe 

Between the chiefs; love in this breaſt doth 
rage, 

But malice doth in common both engage; 

The web of ſolly, when by princes ſpun, 

Like flies, their ſubjects ſurely are undone; 

By craft, ſedition, villainy and luſt, c 

Havock is ſpread, the bad oppoſe the juſt, 

And Troy, and Troy's high walls, are laid 
in duſt. 


What 
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Dum ſibi, dum ſociis reditum parat, aſpera 
multa 


Pertulit, adverſis rerum immerſabilis undis. 
Sirenum voces, & Circes pocula noſti: 


Que fi cum ſociis ſtultus cupiduſque bi- 
biſſet, 
Sub domini meretrice fuiſſet turpis & ex- 
_ | 
Vixifſet canis immundus, vel amica luto 
ſus | 
Nos numerus ſumus, & fruges conſumere 
nati z 
Sponſi Penelopes, nebulones, Alcinoique 
In cute curanda plus æquo operata juven- 
tus: 
Cui pulcrum fuit in medios dormire dies, & 
Ad ſtrepitum citharæ ceſſatum ducere cu- 
ram, | 
Ut jugulent homines, ſurgunt de note la- 
trones: 


Ut 
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What virtue can endure, when wiſdom joins, 

A bright example in Ulyſſes ſhines, 

Who Troy's reducer ſacred knowledge 
draws, | 

From different cities, and their different 
laws. 

While for the dear companions of his woes, 

A racking chain of thoughts he undergoes ; 

How for himſelf and them he might pre- 
pare | 

A ſafe return, from all their long, long 
care; 

Much he endured, but patience gave relief, 

And made him glorious in the midſt of 
grief, 

You know the Syren's ſweet alluring voice, 

And Circe's baleful cups; a deadly choice! 

Which had he eager drank, with thoſe who 
were | 

His ſad companions in the Trojan war, 

He'd ſink into an harlot's arms, and now 

Had liv'd a dog, or dirt-delighting ſow ; 


We 
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Ut teipſum ſerves, non expergiſceris ? atqui 
Si noles ſanus, curres hydropicus : & nt 


Poſces ante diem librum cum lumine: fi 
non 


Intendes animum ſtudiis & rebus honeſtis : 


Invidia vel amore vigil torquebere, Nam 
cur, 


Que ledunt oculos, feſtinas demere : fi 
quid | 
Eſt animum, differs curandi tempus in an- 
num? 3 : 
Dimidium facti, qui cepit, habet. Sapere 
aude : | ; | 
Incipe : vivendi qui rectè prorogat horam, 
Ruſticus expectat dum defluat amnis : at ille 


Labitur, & labetur in omne volubilis ævum. 

Queritur argentum, pueriſque beata cre- 
andis | | 

Uxor, & incultæ pecantur vomere filve ; 

Quod ſatis eſt cui contingit, nihil amplius 
optet. 3 


Non 


We are mere number, born but to con- 
ſume Z 
The kindly fruit of earth's all-teaming 

womb; 
Suitors of chaſte Penelope, who long 
Hath-baffled every ill-perſuading tongue, 
Rakes, and thy youth Alcinous, we prove, 
Who nothing more than pamper'd bodies 
. | | 
Who deem it glorious, 'till 'tis broad mid- 
day, 
To court ſoft ſleep, and doſe our lives away; 
Who by the grateful harp's melodious ſound, 
To ſooth repoſe, perſuafive charms have 
found. 

Thieves riſe by night to murder men for 
pelf, | 
Will not you quickly wake to ſave your- 

ſelf ? | 
- Rouſe, rouſe, while health permits, or elſe 
when pain : 
Shall fieze you, dropſical you'll rouſe in 


vain. 
If 
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Non domus & fundus, non eris acervus & 

_ | 

Egroto domini deduxit corpore febres ; 

Non animo curas. Valeat poſſeſſor oportet : 

Si comportatis rebus bens cogitat uti. 

Qui cupit aut metuit, juvat illum fic domus 
aut res, | 


Ut lippum pictæ tabulæ, ſomenta podagram, 
Auriculas citharæ collect ſorde dolentes. 
Sincerum eſt niſi vas, quodcunque infundis 
& aceſcit. EY 
Sperne. voluptates. Nocet empta dolore 
n | 
Semper avarus eget, certum voto pete fine ; 5 
Twrvidus alterius macreſeit rebus opimis. 
Invidia Siculi non invenere tyranni _ 
Majus tormentum. Qu: non moderabitur 
- tow: 


Infectum 
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If before day you never wiſh to read, 
Nor in the ſacred paths of virtue tread, 
Thee when awakc, ſhall cruel envy ſting, 


Love thee to wound his keeneſt dart ſhall 
fling ; | 

Why haſte you thus, to guard your precious 

ſignht, 

Vet for whole years afford your mind 1 no 
light : 

Thrice happy he who has his work begun, 

By this already i is his work half done. 

Dare to be wiſe! Begin ! The preſent hour 

Is all that man can boaſt within his power; 

He who delays the time of being good, 

Is like the clown, who by the river ſtood 

Till it ran dry : but it rolls on its low 

And uſual courſe, and will for ever flow. 

Money, together with a fruitful wife, 

ls ſought to harmonize the human life : 


Wild woods in beauteous order now appear, 
Tended with due ceconomy and care : 
1 Him 
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Infectum volet eſſe, dolor quod ſuaſerit & 


mens, 

Dum pœnas odio per vim feſtinat inulto. 

Ta furor brevis eſt. Animum rege, qui niſi 
paret, 5 | 

Imperat : hunc frenis, hunc tu compeſce 
catena, 

Fingit equum tenera docilem cervice ma- 


— 


giſter | 

Ire viam, qui monſtrat eques. Venaticus 
ex quo 

Tempore cervinam pellem latravit in aula, 


Militat in ſylvis catulus. Nunc adbibe 


puro 

Pectore verba puer: nunc te melioribus 
offer. „ 

Quo ſemel eſt imbuta recens, ſervabit odo- 
rem 


"= 
Teſta 
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Him whom the wiſe and — 
pow'r 

Has bleſt with what he thinks ſufficient | 
ſtore, ; 


Let him contented live, and learn to aſk 
no more. 

Not houſe nor land, nor ſplendid heaps of 
gold 

Can purchaſe health, that's neither bought 
nor ſold : 

Small, ſmall relief from riches we ſhall find, 

To chaſe thoſe cares away that haunt the 
mind; | 

When eaſe forſake us riches quickly cloy, 

He muſt be well himſelf who can enjoy, 

To him who harbours in his doubtful 
breaſt, 

Thoſe vain deſires and fears that break his 
reſt ; | | 

The ſame delight will from his treaſure riſe, 

As painted pictures give to wat'ry eyes; 

As to the gouty fomentation bears, 

Or the ſweet harp affords to deafen'd ears, 
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Teſta diu. Quod fi ceſſas, aut ſtrenuus an- 
teigz + 

Nec tardum operior, nec precedentibus 
inſto, 


9 


AM ; i 
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The veſſels muſt be ſweet, elſe what you 
pour 

Therein, you'll find will certainly turn four. 

Loet not vain pleaſures your affections gain, 

For pleaſure always hurts when bought with 
pain: 

The wretch that's covetous is always poor, 

He ever cries a little, little more: 

On all your wiſhes lay a juſt reſtraint, 

Envy will every ſingle virtue taint. 

Sicilian tyrants have no torment found 

So great, for torments tho' ſo much re- 

novwun'd; 

He who gives reins to anger will in vain, 

Wiſh what he's lately done, undone again. 

Anger is madneſs in a leſs degree; 

Be wiſe then, keep yourſelf from paſſion 


free, 
And govern that whichelſe will govern thee, 


The docile horſe we ſee is form'd while 


young, 1 
To know, and to obey the human tongue. 
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The hunting whelp, the buck's ſkin once 


but ſeen, 75S 

Prowls in the woods, and for the prey is 
keen} 

While yet the down is on thy tender check, 

Court wiſdom early, and her I 

. i. ſeeks 

The caſk will with the ſmell be tinctur d 
long, 

Wherewith 'tis newly ſeaſon'd, right or 
wrong; 

But if you lag behind, or fly before, 

In hopes applauſe to gain from rich or poor, 

I neither wait for thoſe who creep on flow, 


Nor vye with thoſe whoſe pace I cannot go. 


* 


— 


—_— 


Trojani belli ſcriptorem, &c. 


Horace here accoſts Lollius, with ling 5 that he 


had not miſt any opportunity fof cultivating his know* 
ledge, while at Przneſte; and ifi the following Epiſtle 
recounts to him. ſome of the advantages he had reaped 
from the egregious author, he had taken in hand. But 
indeed, how could any reader eſcape imbibing ſtreams 

: of 
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of knowledge from ſuch a pure ſpring, as that incompa- 
rable Bard ! Grandeur in expreſſion, dignity in thought, 
and propriety of ſentiment, are and will ever remdin 
Homer's known and true characteriſticks. 


Qui quid fit pulchrum, quid turpe quid utile quid non, 
Plenius ac melius Chryſippo & Crantore dicit. | 


In theſe lines there ſeems contained all the encomiumg 
that the imagination of the one could give, and almoſt 
all the other could deſerve; if, indeed, 'to the deſert of 
Homer, any bounds might be preſcribed. Muſt not the 
character of Homer have animated the breaſt of Lollius 
inſtantly and carefully to peruſe his lines of immorta- 
lity ? Surely they muſt. Such recommendation could not 
fail of ſucceſs in that point which I imagine Horace chief- 
ly aimed at, namely, in making our young orator en- 
large his natural ideas, expand his faculties, in a more 
eminent degree, and ſo derive ſome of that genuine ſub- 
limity of the unparallelled author, which is ſo neceſſary 
to render a man, either amiable in private ſociety, or 
truly conſpicous in publick elocution. 


. Cur ita crediterim, &c. 

Horace, the more to entice him to the inſpedting the 
truth of what he had juſt affirmed, promiſes here ſome 
general Reaſons for his entertaining thoſe favourable no- 
tions of that writer, For. Horace ſeldom did any thing 


without a reaſon. | 
H 4 Fabula 
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Fabula qua Paridis, &c. 

Now he begins to ſet forth the method in which the 
Poet conducts his admirable piece, He ſhows at once 
the cauſe and conſequence of this direful war, with 
which he furniſhes and embelliſhes his fable, The love 
of Paris, the calamity of Greece, kings and people, in 
the heat of anger, are introduced upon the Stage, Here 
we ſee one propoſing to decide the war, there another 
ſtrenuouſly oppoſing, Such is the opening of this AR 

action. 


— Neſtor componere lites, 
Inter Peleiden feſtinat & inter Atreiden, 


Here Horace turns himſelf to the more cloſe obſervation 
of the beginning of the Illiad, which invokes the muſe 
to ſing the anger of Achilles. Neſtor in this ſcene is de- 
ſcribed with his uſual, ſuitable, and amiable character, 
viz. that of a peace-maker. His wiſdom foreſees the 
terrible effects of any diſorder between theſe two chiefs, 
and therefore his goodneſs endeavours to prevent it. 


Quidquid delirant reges, plectuntur Achivi. 


This excellent line well deſerves as a motto to be en- 
graven on the mind of every prince, who has the ſafety 
and proſperity of his people at heart. For 'tis, without 
doubt, that as in the human body, if the head, which is 
the ſeat of wiſdom and reflection, be in any degree diſ- 

ordered, 
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ordered, the other members cannot remain in long in- 


ſenſibility of the oppreſſing malady j fo It is likewiſe cer- 
tain, in the conſtitution of ſtates and empire, that if 


the ſuperior edifice totter, and give way, the whole fa- 
brick will feel the ſhock. But thou Britannia mayeſt re- 
joice and be glad, for thou ſhalſt continue in happineſs 
and ſafety, to thy ſelf a glory, to thine enemies a dread, 
while a Pitt, and a Mansfield, ſhall continue to be thy 
guides, 


Rurſus quid virtus & quid ſapientia poſlit, 
Utile propuſuit nobis exemplar Ulyſſem 


He proceeds now to delineate the uſe and advantage 
that may be drawn from the character of Ulyſſes» 
of whom the Poet, both in Iliad and Odyſley, takes ſpeci- 


al notice as a perſon of eminent abilities in every reſpe& 
and ſuperior to any in ſteadineſs and quickneſs of thought, 


whenever circumſtances require: at all times, and in 
all places, we never find Ulyſſes at a lofs, 


Dimidium facti qui coepit habet 


In this ſhort ſentence, their advantage is declared to 
be vaſt indeed, who begin what they intend to do, with 
ſpirit and alacrity., The encouragement appears ſo 
great, that unleſs they be like the deaf adder, they muſt 
neceſſarily give ear, and embrace it. | 


—ſapere 
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. ſapere aude ; 

He now endeavours to exhort him, without delay, to 
an immediate adherence to his precepts and advice; he 
introduces a ſmall ſimple ſtory, wherein he illuſtrates 
the ſimplicity of a - ruſtick ſwain in a molt admirable 
manner; whereby he takes opportunity to correct it 
in others; probably twas a fable Horace met with in 
his time, tho' not at preſent handed down to us. 


Quod ab eſt cui contingit, nihil amplius optet. 


Horace here we find in his uſual way recommending 
that moderation of mind to his readers, which is the only 
and true ſource of true happineſs. Qur natural wants 
may be eaſily ſatisfied, but as to our artificial ones, the 
riches of Tagus, or Pactolus, would ſcarcely ſupply us, 
ſo enormouſly are we ſtained with the ſordid wee of lux- 


ury and avarice. 
Quando major avaritiæ patuit ſinus ? 


—— yaleat poſſeſſor oportet 
Si comportatis redus bene cogitat ut. 


There was never any ſentence yet penned that carried 
with it the appearance of truth more than this. Where 
there ls not an internal complacency, and ſatlsfactlon, 
all external allurements and efforts to enjoy, are but emp- 
ty Chadows, which foon vaniſh, and diſappear, The“ 

large 
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large poſſeſſions, and extenſive fortune, may tend both 
to promote and to preſerve felicity z yet to create it, is 


beyond their power. The ſeeds muſt be implanted and 


nurtured in the mind. 
Ira furor brevis eſt ——— 


After having ſhewn the conſequences, which often low 
from anger, namely, the ſevere repentance, for having 
been ſo weak to give way to it's rage, and the ſorrow which 
enſues, for what it hath raſhly done, when reaſon and 
ſober reflection re-aſſume their place, he finely cloſes, 
with ſtigmatizing it by the opprobrious name of an in- 
ferior madneſs ; ſo 'tis hoped that it will meet with a juſt 
rebuke, from every perſon in it's firſt aſſaults, unleſs they 
ſhould chuſp the appellation laid upon them by the ſatyriſt. 


| 
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0E n A. 
ODE XVI. LI Bĩ. II. 


Ad G RO SPH U M. 


O TIUM Dives rogat in patenti 
Prenſus /Egwo, ſimul atra nubes 


Condidit Lunam, neque certa fulgent 
Sidera nautis : 


Otium bello furioſa Thrace, 

Otium Medi pharetrd decori, 

Groſphe, non gemmis, neque purpurll venale, 
nec auro, 

Non enim gaze, neque conſularis 

Summovet lictor miſeros tumultus 

Mentis, & curas laqueata circum 


Tecta volantes. 
| Vivitur 


H OR A C E, 


ODE XVI. Book II. 


To GROSPHUS 


HEN the ſtorm roars, and ev'ry 
light 
In heay'n denies its friendly aid; 


When grief and dread each boſom ſinite ; 
And the poor pilot's all diſmay'd. 

Eaſe | caſe | is all the failor's pray'r, | 
For precious eaſe, the Thracian's fight: 

For eaſe the wanton Mede will dare 
Take arms, and ev'ry pleaſure light, 

Eaſe can't be bought ; wealth can't allay 
The pungent ſorrows of the great; 


Nor 
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Vivitur parvo bene, cui paternum 

Splendet in mens tenui ſalinum; 

Nec leves ſomnos timor aut Cupido 
| Sordidus aufert. 

Quid brevyi fortes jaculamur avo 

Multa ? Quid terras alio calentes 

Sole mutamus ? Patrie quis exul 

| Se quoque fugit ? 


Scandit eratas vitioſa naves 
Cura : nec equitum turmas relinquit, 
Ocior cervis, & agente nimbos 
Ocior Euro. | 
Letus in praſens animus, quod ultra eſt 


Oderit curare, & amara lento 
Temperet riſu. Nihil eſt ab omni 


Parte bestum. , 
Abſtulit clarum cita mors Achillem : 
Longa Tithonum minuit ſeneQus : 
Et mihi forſan, tibi quod neglrit, 
| Porriget hora, 
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Nor drive thoſe thouſand cares away, 
That hover o'er the bed of ſtate. 


Happy the man, who wiſely knows 
To uſe the gifts the gods beſtow, 
No fears diſturb his ſoft repoſe : 
Content doth make an heaven below, 
Why do we thus our views extend, 
The thread of life ſo quickly ſpun ? 
Why ſeek we earth's remoteſt end ? 
Man never from himſelf can run. 


Care, which the fleeteſt ſtag outſtrips, 
To whom the very winds are ſlow, 
Alaſs | ſhe climbs the nimble ſhips, 
Nor can whole troops avoid her blow. 


Who can prevent what fate deſign'd ? 
Wiſely take all things for the beſt, 
Joy mix'd with grief; for where's the mind 
Of perfect happineſs poſleſt ? 


In Youth the great Achilles dy'd, 
Tithonus lowly ſteer d away 

And years which fate may have deny'd 

To you, it may to me convey, 


Around 
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Te greges centum, Siculeque circum 
Mugiunt vacce : tibi tollit hinnitum 
Apta quadrigis equa : te bis Afrob 
=” Murice tincte 

Veſtiunt lane : mihi parva rura, e 
Spiritum Grale tenuem Camœne ) 
Parca non mendax dedit, & malignum 

$pernere vulgus. 
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Around your villa herds and flocks 
Within th' enamel'd meadow ſtray: 

Arabia's ſweets perfume your locks, 
And princely is your worſt array, 
To me kind fortune has beſtow'd 
A rural ſeat, and lyric ſtrain ; 
And with a foul ſhe's me endow'd, 
Which looks upon the crowd as vain. 


= HORAGY, 


114 MISCELLANEOUS 


ES 0 a C2 
ODE. XIII. LI B. IV. 


In LYCEN VETULAM. 


Udivere, Lyce, Dii mea vota; Dii 
A. Audivere, Lyce. Fis anus, & tamen 
Vis formoſa videri : r 
Ludiſque, & bibis impudens ; 
Et cantu tremulo pota Cupidinem is 
Lentum ſolicitas. Ille virentis & 
Dockæ pſallere Chiæ, 


Pulchris excubit in genis. | 


Impor- 
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H 0 -% 0 E, 
op RE XIII. Book IV. 


PARAPHRASED. 
TS L YE 


ES Lyce, now the gods have heard, 
Tho granted too, Lyce they have; 
Nor in a ſingle atom ſpared, | 
The intreaties of an injured ſlave. 
For now grown old, you ſtill wou'd ſeem, 
Juſt on the verge of twenty-three, 
Still beautiful; go on, and dream, 
No fondly wiſh, then think on me. 
You wontonly indulge your glaſs, 
Laſcivious ſongs are then employ'd, 
Io court the god of love's embrace, 
Baut he'll by you be ne'er decoy'd. - 
2 — LF | Chian, 


_ 
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Importunus enim tranſvolat aridas 
Quercus; & refugit te, quia luridi 
Dentes, te quia ruge 


Turpant & capitis nives. 


Nec coz referunt jam tibi purpuræ, 
Nec clari lapides temporaz quæ ſemel | 
Notis condita faſtis 


Incluſit velucris dies. 


Quo fugit Venus, heu? Quove color de- 
| cens ? 
Qud motus ? Quid habet illius, illius, 
Qusæ ſpirabat amores, 

Quæ me ſurpuerat mihi, 


Felix poſt Cynaram, notaque & artium 
Grataram facies? Sed Cynaræ breves 


Annos fata dederunt, * 
Servatura diu parem 


Cornicis 
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Chian, who's beautiful and young, 
Who ſings with art and plays with ſkill. 
"Tis ſhe, tis ſhe the god has ſtung, | 
She gratifies his amorous will, 


The little reſtleſs god of love, 
Flies o'er the ag'd, and ſapleſs tree; 


For this ſame cauſe, where'er he'll rove, 
Lyce, he'll never perch on thee. 


Struck with amazement and ſurprize, 
He tarts, your teeth's fo yellow grown! 
Grey hairs, deep wrinkles when he ſpies, 
All theſe defects, the bird is flown. 


Alas! your coſtly pride of dreſs, 
And all thoſe brilliant gems you wear, 
Though they feign'd youthfulneſs expreſs, 
Cannot recal one ſingle year. 


Now where are thoſe endearing charms, 
And that more dear-engaging mien ? 

Which once with wide-extended arms, 
I ought, but ſought alas in vain, 


12 | What 
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Cornicis vetule temporibus Lycen : 
Poſſent ut juvenes viſere fervidi 
Multo non fine riſu, 
Dilapſum in cineres facem, _ 


HORACE, 
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What now of former Lyce's ſeen 
That charming Lyce which might be, 
With juſtice own'd bright beguty's queen 
By every one, as well as me. 


Time was when Lyce like the ſun, 
Next Cynara, herſelf diſplay d, 
And all her ſex by far outſhone, 


As with ſuperior grace array d. 

But Cyn'ra was of ſhorter date, 
Only that Lyce ſtill might grow 

In years, as 'twas ordain'd by fate, 

To equal thoſe of an old crow. 
That all our youthful rakes may ſee, 
That torch extinguiſh'd with delight, 
Alas, fo oft on them and me, 
That ſelſ- ſame torch that ſhone ſo bright. 


I 4 HORACE, 
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= © R A CC 'H 
ODsg XXXII. LI B. I. 
Ad LyRHAM ſuam, quem commendat. 


Oſcimus, ſi quid vacui ſub umbra 
Lulimus tecum, quod & hune in an- 
num g 
Vivat, & plures : age, dle Latinum, 
Dar bite, carmen. | 


Leſbio 
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0h = ET 0 
ODs XXXII. Book I. 


PARAPHRASED, 


To his HAR P. 


F ever at a vacant hour, 
I ſung with thee in twiſted bower ; 
If ever yet beneath the ſhade 
With thee, my harp, your Horace play'd, 
A plece which may ſurvive this year, 
| Nay this and many more] my deur 
Sweet harp, infuſe poetic fire 
| Once more z once more my ſoul inſpire 


To launch ſome poem, ſuch a one 
As immortality ſhall own, 


You, 
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Leſbio primùm modulate civi : 
Qui ferox bello, tamen inter arma, 
sive jactatam religaret udo 

Littore navim. 


Liberum et Muſas, veneremque, & illi 

Semper herentem puerum canebat, 

Et Lycum nigris oculis, nigroq; 
Crine decorum. 


O decus 
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You, whom Alceus firſt adorn'd, 
Whether he joy'd, or whether mourn'd, 
Who touch'd fo elegantly fine, 
He made your harmony divine, 
That Leſbian bard, tho' fram'd for war, 
And willing all its toils to bear 
Yet he, when danger would oppreſa, 
And in the uttermoſt diſtreſs, 
On land, or on the foaming ſea, 
Bacchus, he'd ſtill remember thee. 
The Muſes too he wou'd rehearſe, 
And cite their charms in flowing verſe ; 
Venus, and that dear little boy, 
Her only care and only joy 
Cupid, who leſt Mama ſhou'd chide, 
Is always ſticking to her fide, 
Lycus, whoſe fine black hair and eyes, 
Fill'd each ſpectator with ſurprize, 
The great Alceus would admire, 
And ſometimes praiſe him on his lyre. 
O thou, in whom Apollo's will 
Is center'd, grant me now your ſkill, 


Thou, 
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O decus Phœbi, & dapibus ſupremi 
Grata teſtudo jobis, 6 laborum 
Dulce lenimen mihi cunque ſalve 


Rite vocanti, 


HORACE 
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Thou, who careſs'd by gods above, 
Art grateful at the feaſts of Jove : 


In whom alone's that balmy pow'r, 


Which ſweetens the moſt anxious hour, 

O quickly ſpeed when Horace woos, 

Bring with thee ev'ry gentle Muſe ; 

Whene'er I ſhall invoke your aid, 
Whether I'm here, or in the ſhade. | | 


HORACE, 
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SS 0 RA EE 
ODE XXX. L1s. I. 


Venus, regina Cnidi Paphique, 

Sperne dilectam Cypron, & vocantis 

Thure te multo Glyceræ decoram 
Transfer in ædem. 


Fervidus tecum puer, & ſolutis 
Gratiz zonis, properentque Nymphe, 
Et parum comis fine te Juventas, 


Mercuriuſque. - 


STRE- 
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H O R . 
ODE XXX. BOOK I. 


PARAPHRASED. 


To VENUS. 


ENUS ſprung from mighty Jove, 

Queen of beauty, queen of love; 
Rever'd at Paphos, the divine, | 
Where ev'ry mark of honour's thine ; 
Ador'd at Cnidos ; where the ſkies 
Perceive your name in incenſe riſe ; 


Sweet queen, abandon for a while, 
Your dear beloved Cyprian iſle, 
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And come into the chaplet, where 
The ſolemn rites implore your care; 
For Clycera adorns the fane, 

Then let her not adorn in vain: 
Bring wanton Cupid with thee too; 
For Cupid loves to be with you; 
Each grace in negligent attire, 
For thus the Graces I admire. 

The nymphs too delicate and ſmart, 
And Mercury make up a part; 
And youth quite void of courteſy, 
Vnleſs in your ſweet company: 


$TRE- 
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ON THE 


D E AT H 


OF HIS 


LATE MAJESTY 


GEORGE the SECOND. 


EE P Albion, weep, for lo! occa- 


lion fad | 
Demands the tributary tear, and all 
The ſolemn pomp of ſympathizing woe. 

Let not the ſong of triumph now be heard ; 
Nor mirths unhallow'd voice break forth, 


| ſince he 
Who mirth with all her jocund train of late 

In every honeſt Britiſh heart ioſpir'd 
| x 


Is 
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Is now no more. Since he who late adorn'd 

Britannia's ſplendid throne, and whileom fat 
' Suprenie in royalty, is now laid low 

Within oblivion's cell. Now morn thou 

ſeat, | 

Where ſcience rears her venerable head : 

No more let Iſis joy to flow along 

In briſk-meand'ring ſtreame, or ſportive glide 

Beneath it's moſs ſring'd banks; but hence- 

| forth roll 

In penſive mood myjeſtically flow : 

While every ſable ſon ſhall ſtrive to chuſe 

Some plaintive melancholy (train, which beſt 

May ſuit their preſent ſadneſs, Nor ſhall Cam 
Where Pallas ever loves to dwell, and where, 

Philoſophy, thou heav'n-deſcended maid, 


Light'tt up thy inextinguiſhable torch, 
Be found leſs Ttudious of the mournful lay, 


Ves ſhe ſhall heave the frequent ſigh, and 
7 mew 
Her ſorrow for the princely Brunſwicks fall, 
For ſee! within her habitations grief 
In all her awful dignity appears, . 
E F | And 
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And fits on ev'ry brow ; there ſeems to paint 
The inward heart-felt pangs: full well he 
knew | 
Himſelf to grieve when 'ere his country 
2.0 | 
Beneath oppreſſion's ſtroke, then Albion pay 
This laſt ſad office to the royal ſhade, 
So dear and ſo beloved was his name, 
That even infants liſp'd it out in praiſe, 
But as for thoſe whom age had filver'd 
o'er, 
To hear them tell of all his goodly deeds, 
Long regiſter'd in mem'ry's ample page, 
What patriot boſom but would inſtant 
glow, | 
With @ fincere and voluntary love! 
Oft I remember, as with eager haſte, 
I preſt to ſee him mldſt the ſhouting crowd, 
And acclamations of applauding throngs, 
My infant heart exulted in my breaſt 


K 2 With 
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With joy ineffable ; full oft I've heard 

This ever-honoured, ever-ſacred name, 

Bleſt by each peaſant as he paſy'd along. 

But oh | how different now the ſcene | for 
now 

Inexorable fate hath ſhatch'd him hence, 

And claim'd the royal _ Alaſs ! this 
ſtato 

Was only meant to change Nor caps 
kings, 

HS Nor all the ſplendid glories of a crown, 

Can ſtop thy hand, O Death. All, all muſt 
die, 

Farewell vain pomp, farewell ye flattering. 

hopes | 
Of human conſtancy in things below. 


STRE- 


STREPH ON 
0 
8 8-1 '% 


H AD I the pinions of the dove, 
* And could I chuſe whom moſt 1 
love, 
Soon ſhould I find my place of reſt, 
When perch'd upon my Celia's breaſt ; 
With thee from eaſt to weſt I go, 
Thro' ſummer's burning heat, or winter's 
endleſs ſnow, 


Swift wou'd the minutes fly away, 
And rapid roll the car of day, 


K 3 While 
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While I ſhould gaze upon thy charms, 
And claſp thee in my longing arms, 

And fing this artleſs love-wrought tale, 

Upon the topmoſt hill, or in the lowly vale. 


Celia, pride of human race, 
Deck'd with each attractive grace, 
Venus can't with thee compare, 
Venus is not half ſo fair. 
So much my Celia I admire, 
Will her I'll freely live, and freely will ex- 
pire. 


HORACE, 
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H O R A C E, 
Ove XXXVIIL 4 I. 


Erficos odi, puer, apparatus. 
Diſplicent nexæ philyri corone : 
Mitte ſectari, roſa quo locorum 

Sera moretur, 
Simplici myrto nihil allabores 
Sedulus curo: neque te miniſtrum 
Dedecet myrtus, neque me ſub art 
Vite bibentem. 


1 2 K 4 HORACE, 
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H O R A C E, 
Op R XXXVIII Boox I. 
To his BOY. 


OY, the Perſian pomp I hate, 

That daily tends the rich and great, 
With linden-rind their chaplets tied: 
"Tis all unneceſſary pride. 

Seek not for me, where tis the roſe 
Diſtilling fragrant eſſence blows. 

Let not the fimple myrtle ſhare 

Your aſſiduity and care; 


But 
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But as it is, ſo let it be, 

I always love ſimplicity, 

The myrtle never can diſgrace, 
My faithful ſervant's honeſt face, 
Nor me carouſing with good wine, 
Under the ſhady mantling vine. 


Written 
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| a Written to a 
GENTLEMAN 
— 


TRINITY ns | CAMBRIDGE, 


HILST you, wad "_ within 
A college, 
Are tracing philoſophic "BW ; 


And whilſt in many a mazy round, 
You tread its dark enchanted ground, 


— 


I fit at eaſe: for what's to me, 

The root or ſquare of a + b. 

I'm happy in the claſſic lore, 

The gods gave this: I aſk no more. 
Virgil ſublime in ey ry ſtrain, 

Who never wrote a line in vain; 


Who 


Who breathes the true poetic fire, 

With rapture can the ſoul inſpire. 

Familiar Terence can impart, 

The very language of the heart. 

He ſhews himſelf in every page, 

A maſter of the Roman ſtage. 

Horace can always give delight, | 
And Homer teach me what is right. 

Study his precepts, and you'll find 

A treaſure for the human mind. 

Philgſophy emits a gleam, 

To ſhew us juſt that life's a dream. 

Let virtue all your ſteps attend, 

And be unto thyſelf a friend. 
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ND. are all thy vows come to this, 
Ah cruel, ungrateful away, 
And was then each tear and each kiſs, 
At parting but meant to betray ? 
What ſcenes of delight had I fram'd, 
What comforts I hop'd for at laſt ? 


But let me no more hear her nam'd, 


" 


Since all my fair day is o er- caſt. 


Me- 


II. 


Methought her ſo honeſt and free, 

When ſtill ſhe'd my paſſion approve ; 
When ſhe'd ſwear that ſhe liv'd but in me, 
And bid me continue to love, 

Yet falſe one, I'd have thee to know, 


Thy crimes ſome ſure vengeance will 
find, 
The winds waſt me hence, and I go, 


But I leave thee my curſes behind, 


HORACE, 
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F 
PP 4 


Part of the 139th PS A L. M, 
"'PARAPHRASED. 
From the 1ſt to the 12th VERSE. 
Thou, the mighty King of kings, 
To whom all praiſe is due, 
Thou know'ſt my heart, for thou haſt all 


My actions in thy view. 


Lo! If I fit, or if I riſe, 1 
It is not hid from thee; 

Before I think, thou know ſts O Lord, 
What all my thoughts will be. 


Thou 
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Thou art about my fecret path, 

And aumber'ſ all my days; 

At midnight thou'rt about my bed, 
And ſpyſt out all my ways, 

Lo! in my tongue there's not a word, 
But what thy wiſdom ſees ; 

O then in ev'ry word let me, 
That gracious wiſdom pleaſe. 

On me thy ſervant thou haſt laid 
Thy plaſtic hand all o'er; 

It formed me behind, O Lord, 
And faſhion'd me before. 

Such knowledge is too high for me, 
Who am but mortal man; 

For who upon this globe of earth, ; * 
Will tempt thy works to ſcan? 

Thy holy fpirit to avoid, 
Ah whither ſhall I fly.; 

Say, whither ſhall I ſcreen my foul, 
From that all- ſeeing eye ? 


* 
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If I to heav'n direct my flight, 
And mount thro' pathleſs air ; 
Will heav'n ſecure a refuge ? No 
Thy preſence meets me there. 
If down to hell my courſe I bend, 
Where death and horror reigns; 
The wand'rer there, O Lord, you view, 
Thy godhead hell proclaims. 
Vea, if I take the morning's wing, 
And waft me far away; 


Far as th' horizon to the fight, 
Seems to bind heay'n and ſea. 


Een thy hand ſhall lead my ſteps, 
And guide me ſafe along; 

And thy right hand ſhall me defend, 
That I receive no wrong. 

If I ſhould ſay, perchance the ſhades = 
Of night ſhall me confound ; 

Then ſhall my night be turn'd to day, 
And brightneſs me ſurround. 


In 
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In thee, O Lord, no darkneſs dwells, 
The night is day to Thee ; 

Then be, O heay'nly Father, thou 
Eternal day to me. | 


'L . HORACE, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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TS 4a 0k 
ODE V. Book I. 


THIS Ode before us well deſerves the 
epithet of beautiful. I ſcarce know 

any which exceeds it in juſtneſs of expreſ- 
fion, or a more grateful variety of num- 


bers. In ſhort, there's ſuch a pleaſing ſim- 


plicity throughout the whole, as merits the 


% 


attention of every reader. 


* 


HORACE, 
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S 0:R © nz 
Opt. V. 


Ad PVYRRH AM. 


Oh IS multa gracilis te puer in ros4 
Perfuſus liquidis urget odoribus 


Grato, Pyrrha, ſub antro ? 
Cui flavam religas comam, 
Simplex munditiis? Heu, quoties fidem, 
Mutatoſque Deos flebit, & aſpera 
Nigris æquora ventis 
Emirabitur inſolens, 
Qui nunc te fruitur credulus aurea, 
Qui ſemper vacuam, ſemper amabilem 


Sperat, neſcius auræ | 
L 2 | Fal- 
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Fallacis | Miſeri quibus 
Intentata nites. Me tabula ſacer 

Votiv paries indicat uvida 
Suſpendiſſe potenti 

Veſtimenta maris Deo. 


HORACE, 
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ODE V. Book TI. 


To PYRRHA. 


AY, Pyrrha, who's this lender boy, 
Deep in love and amorous joy, 
Who upon a fragrant bed, 
Late of new-blown roſes made, 
In the grotto's pleaſing ſhade, 
Dank yet with his liquid ſweets, 
Kiſs after kiſs, enamour'd thus repeats ? 


For whom thus do you braid your hair 
Careleſly neat, and thus appear 


L 3 Gay 
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Gay in ſimplicity ? poor ſwain, 


How oft, alaſs, will he complain 
Of vows and plighted gods in vain ! 
How oft, alaſs, he'll curſe his fate, 
When all your perjury's found out too late ! 


How will he then indulge ſurprize, 
When once he ſees the tempeſt riſe! | 
When he ſhall view that once-ſmooth 
mind, | 
Foaming with rage, and as unkind 
As the rough ſea with boiſt'rous wind! 
Stupid in wonder he'll admire, 

Such falſhood foul under ſuch fair attire, 
Who now enjoys your dear- bought charms, 
Encircled in his longing arms, 

Who hopes you'll ever be ſincere 


To him alone, and always dear; 
Not knowing yet his fatul ſnare, 


Ah! wretched to extremity, 
{ho unexperienc'd are allur'd by thee, 


Siace 
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Since I've 'ſcap'd clear, and got to ſhore, 
Finding myſelf ſet free once more, 
I have (according to my vow) 
Hung up my tablet, Which may ſhcw 
The caſe I was, and am in nov. 
My clothes hang dripping in the fn 
Of Neptune, that great ruler of the 


Simplex munditiis. 


The Roman language muſt be allowed to have a feli- 
city in expreſſion almoſt | peculiar to itſelf; namely, 
brevity without obſcurity. This, and the Funeral in 
the Andria of Terence, I hope, may ſuffice to main- 
tain my preſent aſſertion. The quotation of ſuch a 
beautiful, tho' ſolemn paſtage, cannot I think be diſa- 
greeable, nor out of propriety with my purpoſe. I ſhall 
therefore take the liberty of laying it before my readers. 


Funus interim 
Procedit, ſequimur. Ad ſepulchrum venimus. 
In ignem impoſita eſt. Fletur. 


Qui ſemper vacuam, ſemper amabilem. 


The repetition of the ſemper, joined wich ſuch ſweet 
and endearing expreſſions, cannot but highly gratify the 
taſte of every judicious reader. It muſt be allowed, 
that the firmer any one thinks the baſis to be, on which 
he' fixes his hopes, the greater will be his ſurprize when 
he finds thoſe hopes frultrated z for which reaſon this. 
; L4 ſeems. 
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ſeems the more to correſpond with that foregoing ele- 
gant expreſſion — Emirabitur inſolens — and prepares us 
for that which ſo applicably follows, viz. fallacis neſcius 
auræ. But upon confideration, there is good reaſon 
why Horace ſhould give ſuch fine touches here and 
there ; for by what I can gather from his own accounts, 
he has been often in the ſame cafe himſelf, 


r 


F LIR- 
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FAIRY in LOVE. 


AIRES T of the virgin train, 
That trip it o'er this magic plain, 
Come and dance, and fing with me, 


Under yonder aged tree. 


There I'll tell you many a Tale, 

Of mountain, rock, of hill, and dale, 
Which will make you laugh with me, 
Under yonder aged tree. N 


Who is that, that I eſpy, 

Juſt deſcending from the ſky ! 
E'n faith 'tis Cupid, come to ſee, 
Flirtill beneath yon aged tree. 


A lit- 
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A little rogue ! but he ſhall ſmart, 
Pll take away his bow and dart, 
And give them 'fore his face to thee, 


Under yonder aged tree, 


There we'll dance, and play, and fing, 
Celebruting Pan our king ; 
And I'll always live with thee, 


Under yonder aged tree. 


ASONG, 


FLIRTILUL A's 
A N S W 


W E RE I like the Paphian queen, 


In beauty and majeſtic mien, 
Flirtilla e'en wou'd dance with thee, 
Under yonder aged tree, 


Then I'd liſten to your tale, 
Of mountain high, or lowly vale; 


Such ſweet diſcourſe wou'd me delight, 
To be with thee from morn till night, 


Ah ! but Cynthia, then I fear, 
Leaſt ſhe ſhould chuſe you for her dear ; 
Leaſt you too ſhould inconſtant prove, 


And thus repay Flirtilla's love. 
Not 


„ 
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Not Cupid with his keeneſt dart, 
Shou'd eyer pierce my conſtant heart 3 
For ah ! already tis too true, 
Flirtilla thinks of none but you. 


Not Jove himſelf ſhould rival thee, 
Nor ever ſnatch one kiſs from me; 
From me no favour ſhou'd he meet, 
Though he were dying at my feet. 


Tho' he deſcended from the ſky, 

In all the blaze of majeſty, 

My love within thy boſom lies, 
With thee i it lives, with thee it dies. 


If then theſe terms you do approve, 
To paſs our time in mutual love ; 
Flirtilla gives her hand to thee, 
Witneſs, yonder aged tree. 
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—— F U to 


8 


STREPHON Forſaken, 


E Shepherds, ye nymphs, and ye 
ſwains, 
No more chant the ſweet rural lay, 
No more lead the dance on the plains, 
For lo! my belov'd's gone aſtray. 


My honeſt and free open heart, 
 Unpractis'd in arts to deceive, 
The dictates of love wou'd impart, 

I'd vow, and ſhe wou'd believe, 


—— —— 
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She was innocent, blithe, gay, and young, 

Oh ! how oft on my breaſt wou'd ſhe lie, 
How oft my ſoft paſſion I've ſung, 2 

While my flocks were a ſporting hard bye. 


Weep, weep day and night, nymph and 
ſwain, | 
Since by fate we are now doom' d at laſt, 
To indulge preſent grief, and in vain, 
To think on the happineſs paſt. 


AN 
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PAINTING. 


AIL! Painting, ſcience moſt divine | 
Hail | Emblem of delightful art, 

Who taking of the hero's part, 
Doth make each glorious action ſhine, 

All that poets wand'ring think 

Of the Heliconian brink ; 

Or that fable can recount 

Of the fam'd Parnaſſian mount; 


Of 
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Of Mars, Latona, Pan, Apollo, 
And the train of gods that follow 
Or heroes, who in former time, 
By noble deeds made poets rhime ; 
With ſighing ſwains, kind-yielding maids; 
High flow'ry hills, oft ſhady glades, 
Dark woods, green groves with arched, 
dow''rs, | 
Imbattl'd armies, brazen tow'rs, 
With tranſport raptur'd now we ſee, 
Tranſmitted to poſterity, 
Firſt of ſciences by thee. 
0 Shipley, how ſhall I effay, 
Thee and thy virtues to pourtray l 
Thy public ſpirit, public care, 
A worth unparallelled declare. 
In genius ſtrong, in judgment ſound, 
By ev'ry ſingle artiſt own d. 
Poſterity ſhall ſee thy name, 
Embalm'd in everlaſting fame. 
Fair ſcience, lively fancy 's child, 7 
On whom the gods auſpicious ſmil'd, 
| Yield 
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Yield but thy aſſiſting aid, 
And then the youth as ſprightly maid, 
Their beauty by my art may ſhow, 
When thoſe ſhall ſay, who live in future 
days, ge 
The canvaſs ſeems to breathe thy praiſe, 
And they with life to glow. 


— 
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F OR 


CHRISTMAS-DAY. 


| EJOICE ye nations from afar, * 
Lift up your Voice on high, 
For lo! glad Tidings are at hand, 
Salvation draweth nigh. 


Sing Hallelujahs to the habe, 5 
Ve princes of the earth, 


And with humility reflect 
Upon the wond'rous Birth, 


How 
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How that the ſpotleſs virgin's womb 

Did God and man confine, 
One perſon, yet his nature's two; 

The human and divine. 


"Tis done. He comes, a welcome gueſt, 
With healing in his wings ; 

By all the radiant hoſt above, 
Confeſt the King of kings. 


Let ev'ry valley now be rais d, 
And hill laid low to-day, 
And in. the deſart for our God 


Prepare a ſacred Way. 


For lo! he ſhines a light to all, 


A father to the poor ; 
O court him then with hymns of praiſe, 
'Till time ſhall be no more. 


CHORUS. 
The knee which thou haſt fram'd, O Lord, | 
To thee ſhall lowly bend, 
The tongue which thou ho made, ſhall 
chant | 
ho mercies without . 
M 2 H O- 
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Ad N E KE R A M. 


OX erat, & cœlo fulgebat luna ſereno 
Inter minora ſidera, | 

Cum tu, magnorum numen læſura Daran, 
In verba jurabas mea, 

Arctiùs atque hedera procera aſtringitur ilex, 
Lentis adhzrens brachiis ; 

Dum pecori lupus, & nautis infeſtus Orion 
Turbaret hybernum mare, 

Intonſoſque agitaret Apollinis aura cepillos. 
Fore hunc amorem mutuum. 

0 dolitura mes multim virtute, Næera! 

Nam ſi quid in Flacco viri eſt, 


Non 
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Non feret aſſiduas potiori te dare noctes, 
Et queret iratus parem. 

Nec ſemel offenſe cedet conſtantia — 
Si certus intririt dolor. 

At tu quicunque es felicior, atque meo nunc 
Superbus incedis malo; 

Sis pecore & multi dives tellure licebit, 
Tibique pactolus fluat, 

Nec te Pythagore fallant arcana renati, 
Formaque vincas Nirea : 


Eheu tranſlatos alid mœrebis amores ! 
Aſt ego | viciſſim riſero. 


HORACE, 
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H O R A c * 
ODE XV. 


To NEEARA 


WAS night, and in the ſky ſerene, 
Among the leſſer orbs that glow, 
Superior ſhone night's radiant queen, 
To light this ſilent world below; 
When you with purpoſe to offend, 
The dreadful majeſty of Jove, 
And that ſame inſtant did intend 
T' affront the ſacred pow'rs above; 
More cloſe than ivy round the oak, 
About my neck thoſe arms were hung, 
And theſe ſame words which I then ſpoke, 
Repeated by that perjur'd tongue. 
| | t 80 
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e $o long as to the ſheep the wolf 
*« An enemy ſhall be, 
« Or as Orion, ſtorms ſhall raiſe 
« Far o'er the wintry ſea, 
Long as Apollo's beauteous hair 
Wave careleſy in the wind, 
*« So long, my Horace, in love's chain, 
&« Shall thou Nezra bind. 
But vengeance waits thee fm above; 


The time will come when tibu ſhall mourn, 
When my ſincerity and love, 
Shall to thy breaſt with ſtings return, 


For if in Horace, yet there glows 
A ſpark of life, I will not ſee 
My happier rival long encloſe 
The fair, who late encircled me. 
The injury I will reſent, 
Your evil genius night and day ; 
And ſeek for one more innocent, 
Who ſhall with truth my love repay. 
Nor think that you ſhall e'er regain, 
Or ſooth me with your winning charms, 
Your beauty all ſhall plead in vain, 
To trap me in thoſe faithleſs arms. 


And 


* ud 


* 
1 
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And thou too, whoſoe' er you be, 
More happy fav'rite of the fair, 
Who. no voſt” triumph over, me, 


2 by ary — And laugh with an inſulting air; 


Tho- cattle of a thouſand fields, 
Thee to enrich for her, combine, 
And all the gold Pactolus yields 
From off his yellow ſtream, be thine ; 
Tho' you the myſteries ſhould know, 
Of fam'd Pythagoras the wiſe, 
And c'en in graceful perſon too, 
From Nircus ſelf bear off the prize; 
Yet ſoon, deluded youth, you'll find 
She'll be as falſe, as I was true: 
For to the next ſhe'll be as kind: 
Then in my turn I'll laugh at you, 


On 


e * 


Doctor SMiTH's, Maſter of Trinity | 


College, Cambridge, approving of 2 4 


a Treatiſe of Fluxions, written by 
Iszaet Lyons. 


OES Smith approve ? then ceaſe my 
D humble pen, 


For Smith's the wiſeſt of the ſons of men, 
He like great Newton with aſpiring ſoul, 
Ranges now here now there from pole to pole. 
Viſits thoſe climes, and views that ſtar-pay'd 


road, 
Where never man but Newton 'fore him trod. 
With curious eye he darts thro' boundleſs 
ſpace, 
The various laws of various worlds to trace; 
Nor is th' enquiry vain ; for well he draws 
From each effe& its own peculiar cauſe : 
Like the bright ſun Smith ſhines with real 
Light, 
If he approves it then, it muſt be right. 


We 
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© For tears read fears, 24 
For gripuiſſet, eripuiſſet, 42 
For ſacreotis, ſacerdotis, 
For Anchiſe, Anchiſes, 43 
For avail, avoid, | 
For not, noughe, 8g 
For love, foves, TEE 
| Forfink, funk 93 
een NE 2 
For which, who, 119 
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